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PREFACE. 



Tbs mere plan of Atberton — the Ixure cmtlxiie of Uiesloiy" 
has lain for many jears in my mind, as a book to bemritten Bome 
daj or other ; and it would probably ha,i2 paand away nnex* 
ecatedy with other intentiana good or bad, had not a pit^NMal to 
gather together, at the aame time, thoogih in a aeparate form, 
my dramatic works, and some abort proae tales, brought this old 
scheme to my recollection. 

My offer to attempt this, the longest narratiTO on which I hafe 
Tentured, was received with such kind enoooiagement, that I was 
easily induced to undertake the task. 

This occurred at the end of last summer. 

Ten months before, I had had a very serere accident, haying 
been thrown from my little pony-carriage, on the hard graycl road 
of a firiend*8 park. No bones were broken ; but the jar had 
aflfected every nerve, and, falling upon a highly rheumatic subject, 
had left the limbs and body crippled and powerless. There was, 
however, something to be expected from the great restorer, Time ; 
and during the summer I had been lifted down stairs, and driven 
through our beautiful lanes, in hopes that the blessed air, to which 
I had been almost as much accustomed as a gypsy, would prove a 
still more effin^al remedy. 

liiit the season was peculiarly unfavorable. I gained no 
strength. The autumn found me again confined to my room ; 
wheeled with difficulty from the bed to the fireside ; unable to rise 
from my seat, to stand for a moment, to put one foot before 
another; and, when lifted into bed, incapable of turning or 
moving in the slightest degree whatever. Even in writing, I vras 
often obliged to have the ink-glass held for me, because I could 
not zuae my hand to dip the pen in the ink. 
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In this state, with fireqaent paxazjams of piun, was the greater 
part of " Atherton " written. It was oonbladed daring a severe 
attack of infloenza, — oondnded because it lay upon my mind as 
an engagement to be folfilled, a debt to be discharged ; and there 
was less risk in the exertion than in the anxiety. 

I have told this story, not so much as an excuse for faults or 
shortcomings, since I well know that the public looks, and has a 
right to look, to the quality of a work, and not to the circum- 
stances under which it has been produced ; I tell it as a fcict 
rather than an apology, and most surely not as a complaint. So 
&r, indeed, am I from, murmuring against that will which alone 
knows what is best for us all, that I cannot be suffidently thank- 
ful to the merciful Providence, which, shattering the frame, left 
such poor fitoulties as were ori^nally vouchsafed to me undimmed 
and undouded ; enabling me sdU to live by the mind, and not only 
to enjoy the never-weaiying delight of reading the thoughts of 
others, but even to light up a sick chamber, and brighten a wintiy 
sliy, by recalling the sweet and sunny valley which formed one 
of the most cherished haunts of my happier years. 

The shorter stories might, I think, &irly pass for manuscript. 
They vrere vrritten, for the most part, for one of those costly and 
splendid annuals, which many bought to look at, and few cared 
to read. That they were composed to match the pictures is hardly 
a disadvantage, since pictures are often full of suggestions ; but 
that they were called for in furious haste, and were sometimes 
illustrations of distant ages and distant countries, was hardly 
favorable to a vnriter so slow and so home-loving as myself. I 
would fain have added one or two of such sketches as used to be 
received only too indulgently, but strength and power have failed 
me so entirely that I have been unable even to correct the proo& 
of the later volumes. 

And now, gentle reader, health and farewell. 

M. B. MITFORD. 
SwaUowfield, March, 1854. 
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ATHERTON. 



OHAPTEB I. 

It was abont three o'clock, on a Novembte aflernoon, 
wmewhere about fiye-and-thirty years ago, that an old-fash- 
koed post-chaise, with one solitary inmate, went rambling and 
jombling over the wide verdant ocean of one of the great 
downs of the soathem connties. The traveller — a lean, 
gaunt, bony man, a good deal on the shady side of fifty*— 
bore about him, in his acute features, his shrewd eye, a certain 
fimnalit^ of demeanor, and an occasional quaintness of phrase, 
evident marks of his profession ; and did not need the blue 
bag which, flanked by an ancient folio, rested on the seat 
beside him, to be at once recognized for what he really was — 
a London solicitor. There was, however, in the deep and 
somewhat sad abstraction in which he leant back in the car- 
riage, evidence of more personal feelings than those arising 
from professional interest ; and he started, as from a painful 
dream, when, on arriving at the top of a hill, or rather on 
attaining the extremity of a high table-land, the postboy sud- 
denly stopped his horses, and, touching his cap, turned round 
witli the inquiry, 
"To the Hall, mr?" 
**No; to the Great Farm.^ 
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And, aroused from the dismal ihon^ts by ivliioh he had 
been engrossed, Mr. Langhton addressed himself to the con- 
templation of the beautlM landscape before him. 

A most beautlM landscape it was. The season had been 
mild, so that the trees retained much of their foliage, and had 
rather gained than lost in richness of color ; the dark and 
uniform verdure of summer being well exchanged Ibr the 
warm hues of autumn, varying from golden brown to palish 
yellow, with many a ruddy gleam &om the old thorns, and 
many an orange-light from the beech-woods, forming so fine a 
contrast with the emerald depths of the grassy valley, and the 
purplish tint of the hills. A thrice beautiful landscape ; one 
of those oases of cultivation which are occasionally found 
amid the great downs of the south of England, and appear all 
the richer and more fertile when imbedded in the surrounding 
barrenness and sterility. 

The road wound down a long declivity to a village embo- 
somed in wood, with its gray church-tower, its pretty rectory, 
its neat cottages and cottage-shops, to the old gables, the 
bams, stables, ricks, and innumerable outbuildings, of the 
Great Farm. Climbing up the opposite hill appeared the 
magnificent demesne of Atherton Hall ; the park paling over- 
hung with gigantic trees, bounding the road for upwards of a 
mile, its stately lodges, its waters, lawns and woods, extend- 
ing to a chase whose wild forest scenery was lost in the dis- 
tance. Midway the acclivity, the princely mansion, a fine 
specimen of the Palladian architecture which prevailed in 
England in the eighteenth century, with its noble portico and 
long colonnades, its broad terraces, and flight above flight of 
marble steps, stood glittering in the wintry light, as if, like 
the peacocks sunning themselves on the balustrade, the very 
walls had a consciousness of their own proud beauty. 

]\Ir. Langhton had the familiarity of a native with the 
scenery, and, himself a man of refined taste, never looked at 
it without pleasure. Now, however, as he gazed at the pal- 
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106 of the pnmd noble and the homestead of the tenant^ his 

BaBDgs seemed to become sadder. 
** A Btzange destinj," thon^t he, <* to oany wealth to one 

koDfldiQld and poyertj to another; miseiy, perhaps, to both ! 

VeU, it 18 a lawyer's fate ! »' 
And so thinking he drove up to the door. 
There were few houses which wore more completely the 

ODtwird show of comfort and prosperity than the Great Farm 
at Atherten. It was a laige, square, sobstantial building, 
with fine finit-trces covering the upper part of the walls, and 
jesBamine, honeysuckle and China roses, clustering round the 
windows. The green court, which divided the house from 
the road, was gay during nine months of ihe year with 
flowers and flowering trees ; and boasted still some lingering 
Bpikes of hollyhock, a stray blossom of clove and scarlet ge- 
ranium, and bunches of that most fragrant of roses which is 
called " of the four seasons." The mignionette too and tho 
violet still mingled their delicious odors. People who sin- 
cerely love flowers contrive to make them blow sooner and 
later than others. We see this in tho poorest cottages, and 
here was no poverty to contend with. On one side of tho 
court was that most affluent of all territories, an immense 
orchard, a perfect grove of fruit-trees, cherry, apple, pear, 
plum and walnut, at their tallest growth and fullest bearing. 
Behind was a large kitchen-garden ; and on tho side oppo»ito 
to tho orchard a magnificent farm-yard, a huge and inde- 
scribable mixture of riches and mud. Behind that camo 
poultry-yard and rick-yard, horse-pond and duck-pond, barns, 
Btablcs, cart-houses, cow-houses, dovecots and pigsties, with 
all their inhabitants, biped and quadruped, feathered and 
unfeathcrcd, of every denomination. 

They who talk of tho quiet of tho country can hardly have 
been in a great farm-yard, towards sunset on a wintry day, 
when the teams are come back from the plough and the cattlo 
from iho field, and tho whole population is gathered together 
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Ibr tbe pnrpose of feeding. I would match it 

and dirt ani joslliog ugainat Ghuapadc ; and, ta 
acoouni the vuriet; of tbe freutores, and the dificreot keys 
combioed in that nild ohorciB, I ahoold have little doubt of 
winnbg. 

Lord Delancy, the noblo ovmcr of the Hall, had moet 
cxtenaive estates in the saiao county ; but nearly all ihe par- 
ish of AtherlOQ iraa runt«d by thu tenant of the Great Fann, 
and that lonant was a woman. 

Mrs. Warner hod presided over this land of plenty for 
nearly fifly years, originally as the wife of the master, latterly 
as tho mistress, and always with high ropntation for hoapital* 
ity and good management. She was n neat, gentle, ladyJikd 
person, with silver hair, a fair, pale complexion, mild, dufc 
e^cs, a little tremor of head and voice, and a slight bend of 
the slender figure ; altogether a most vinerable and beaatifhl 
oid woman. Her family consisted of a daughler-in-low, lia 
widow of her only son, and of their daughter Catherine, com- 
monly called Kaly Warner, a girl of fiheen. 

Katy's mother was a round, rosy, merry, bustling dame^ 
who baring, since tbe death of her first husband, had, as ehs 
expressed it, the luck to marry and bury a second, bore Ota 
name of Bell. To her, for some years back, the chief go^ 
Gmmeot of the house and farm had devolved, and few wonMn 
could be fitter fur such a charge. With a frame strong aai 
actiru as that of a man, a competent knowledge of hnv 
bandry, a good judgment in cuttle, and eonsiderublo skill in 
parish afiairs, — with a kindness that was always felt and a 
tongue that was ollcn heard, — she scolded her way throngh 
tho agricultural year, from wEeat-sowing to harvest, Ignorant 
oa a now-born child of the world and its ways, except alwaja 
the small bit of that " bnge rotundity " called the manor and 
royalty of Alherton, it is probable that the very limitation of 
her &cultied couduc<^ not a little to her prosperity. Pearfiil 
of expeiimeutfi, she stack tg the old routine adapted to hor 
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mgmdtf ; and tnisted to the ezpcrienoe of her laborera, mea 
for the most part bom upon the land, who knew every inch 
of the groandy and cared for the interest of their good mistress 
as if it had been their own. Evexything throve in this female 
household, from the flodcs, whose numbers were counted by 
thoosands, down to Eaty's bees. 

The parlor, the oonmion living-room of the fiimily, was 
snaller than, to judge fiom its appearance, any room in that 
house onght to have been, chosen, perhaps, on that account, 
— people who ean command large rooms having a frequent 
tendency to use small ones. 

It was a sort of ezcresoenco on one side of the dwelling, a 
kind of afterthought, with a sunny bay-window commanding 
the fium-yard, from which it was only parted by a low paling 
and a slip of turf, and giving a peep at the high-road. 

A snug and cheerfol apartment, after all, was that little 
parlor, crowded with furniture, from the good old lady's high- 
backed chair, to the low stool on which Katy, whenever that 
mercurial little person did stay five minutes in a place, used 
to sit at her grandmother's feet. 

In the centre was a small Pembroke table of dark mahog- 
any, somewhat rickety ; at the end a sideboard oi^ the same 
material, the drawers groaning with stands of spirits and 
bottles of home-made wine ; the top covered with miscclk- 
neous articles, Mrs. Warner's large Bible, surmounted by a 
cookery-book, occupying one comer, whilst Mrs. Bell's enor- 
mous work-baskets and work-bags over-filled the other; a 
beautiful jar of dried grasses, Katy's property, occupied tlio 
middle. Katy's possessions, indeed, might be traced every- 
where. Her litter, living and dead, cumbered the walls and 
the floor. Birds, kittens, skipping-ropes, bridles, riding-whips 
and battle-doors, were distributed all over the room, whilst a 
fat spaniel, called Flora, lay basking before the fire. 

Two triangular cupboards occupied two opposite comers ; 
of which one was so crammed with closely-packed glass and 
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cliiDa, iliat It wfts dangerous for any unaccostomed finger to 
attempt to cztricato cap or saucer firom the pile ; whilst the 
other was filled to bursting with articles of daily call, — tea, 
sugar, lemons, nutmegs and ^gerbread. Fruit at all sea- 
sons, and cakes of many denominations, completed the array. 
No one could enter that room without tasting the li^t seed- 
cake — diet-bread, Mrs. Warner called it — compounded from 
a fiunily recipe a hundred years old ; or the green gooseberry 
wine, famous as that of Mrs. Primrose, sparkling and cfier- 
vescent as champagne. It was the very temple of hospi- 
tality. 

A side-door opened into a hall which might, perhaps, lay 
equal claim to that title ; a large flagged apartment, with a 
wide open hearth and a hea^y oak table, on which business 
of eating and drinking was going forward all day long. The 
materials, it is true, were somewhat different; consisting 
not of such kickshaws as cake and wine, but of solid beef 
in its most ponderous form of round and surloin, massive 
bacon, and mighty ale. All the comers and goers of the 
Farm paid a visit to the Stone Hall ; and it may be sus- 
pected that they occasionally made an errand for no better 
purpose. 

At this very moment it was the scene of a barter betwixt 
Joseph Stokes, the old bailiff and factotum, and a west-coun- 
try dealer, bent to exchange a certain drove of homed cattle 
against a flock of Mrs. Warner's Southdowns. It was prob- . 
able that the day would go against the good bailiff; the 
man of beeves, a seasoned vessel, having declined the home- 
brewed, and preferred to drive his bargain over a pitcher of 
gin-toddy, which was already making innovation upon Joseph's 
brain, unused to such potations. 

His mistresses the whilst were assembled in the common 
room: Katy, absorbed by the witcheries of the "Arabian 
•Nights," a recent acquisition; Mrs. Warner nodding over 
her knitting, and striving, not very successfully, to resist the 
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dlepidbuier nap of othn and genUe tge ; Bin. B^ engagedy 
^ih her female prime minister Bachel, in looking over a 
ibq>endoi]S flasket of clothes, the produce of the great wadi, 
— soch a flasket as might comfortably have carried the &t 
kni^t, Sir John, to his immortal docking in Datchet Mead. 
Nothing but long habit coold haye protected Mrs. Wam^s 
•hnnbezB against the emphatic exclamations of the mistress 
at stockings mismatched, snagged table-cloths and missing 
kerchiefs, or the shrill defences of the maid. 

Throng the Stone Hall, scaroelj noticed by its trafficking 
tenants, higglers upon a. large scale, and into the smaller 
apartment, hardly less noisy with its vociferous housewifery, 
good Mr. Langfaton made his way, welcomed as an honored 
friend by all its inmates. Even Flora rose lazily from the 
hearth-rug to greet the guest who carried bo kind a heart 
under so formal a bearing. Dogs are great pcnctrators into 
the hidden mystery of character. When they wag their tails, 
you may be sure either that there is no deception, or that the 
deception is of the rarest and honestest sort, — that the wood 
beneath is of finer grain than the outward venecriDg. Flora 
set up her long ears, and wagged her tail in his honor ; Mrs. 
Warner pressed his offered hand ; Katy skipped about him 
for joy ; Mrs. Bell, jingling her keys, assailed him with a 
perfect storm of hospitality ; and Eachel stood eagerly waiting 
to execute her orders. 

Ho'^ut aside her offers with characteristic decision. " ITo 
would have nothing yet, he thanked her. He had taken 
something at the last stage. No dinner ; no wine ; no cakes ; 
no fruit. Ho must sleep at the Hall, where Lord Dclancy 
had appointed to meet him. He would take a cup of tea, 
by and by, when they did, at their usual time. In the 
moan while, he wished to speak a few wofds to Mrs. 
Warner." 

So the produce of the great wash was again packed into its 
huge receptacle, which Mrs. Boll and Bachol shoved, with 
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some diffionlly, thimii^ the door ; Ealj picking up odds and 
ends of dean linen as they fell from the pile, rolling them into 
t^t pellets, and tossing them laughingly into the basket, as 
the party disappeared, pretty mnch as a schoolboy might have 
floDg a bail at cricket 
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OHAPTEB II. 

XBB HISKE'B will. 

** Eatt grows a chArming girl," cried the old kwyer, when 
left alone with his hostess, settling himself comfortably on the 
c^pomte side of the bri^t wood-fire. '< She is already taller 
iham her mother, and prettier than anything that I have seen 
this many a day. That rosy, dimpled, sparkling beauty is 
become yeiy nnconmion in London. I suppose she owes her 
fulness of bloom to your country air and country freedom. 
There is a perfect evidence of health in those bright hazel 
eyes, with their long lashes, and that provision of shining 
brown curls, as in the glowing cheeks and ruddy lips, and the 
white teeth, which she shows as often as she smiles, — that 
is, as often as she speaks." 

*' She is sunburnt just now," said grandmamma, highly 
pleased^, and wishing to hear more praises of her darling. 

*' Not a bit more sunburnt than she ought to be, as the 
party lady said of Wilkes' squint," responded the old lawyer; 
" her beauty is only the richer for it. How old is she ? " 

*' Fifteen last April ; a mere child yet, and, I am afraid, 
a spoilt child — wild as a colt untamed, but good and kind 
and innocent and loving, with all her pranks. Was it of 
Ksitj that you wished to speak to me, Mr. Langhton ? " asked 
the old lady, recollecting herself. 

" Not exactly ; although the subject on which I have to 
egesk with you may greatly influence her future life. Did 
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yon crer hear of a relataon of your late husband, called Bidi- 
ard Strange ? Do yon recollect him ? " 

" Recollect him ? — truly do I ! Neither my hnaband nor I 
were so rich in kinsfolk that we could afford to foiget one; 
and this Richard Strange was, I think, the nearest relation 
my poor Thomas had. He was his cousin once removed, hay- 
ing been the cousm-german of his fiither. Ay, he waa above 
a dozen years older than Thomas, and must be old now — hali^ 
way, I should think, between fourscore and nineiy. I should 
suppose he must be failing too ; although, when I last saw him, 
ho was active and hearty — one of those thin and wiiy men, 
who keep their strength long." 

" You knew him, then ? " 

** Yes, I have seen him, perhaps, half a score times, since mj 
marriage ; the last time was about fourteen years ago, before 
my poor son's death. I remember he was much taken with 
Katy, when a little toddling thing, just bc^nning to talk, who 
laughed and played with him, as she did with everybody. I 
have never seen him since, but we commonly hear from him 
at Christmas. To say the truth, Mr. Lan^ton, my husband, 
who was as kind a soul as ever lived, used to keep up the old 
fashion of sending a basket of country cheer — turkey, and 
chine, and suchlike — to two or three &r-away kinsfolk in 
London ; and I have continued the custom, the rather that we 
know most of them to be not the best off in the world. Some- 
body, indeed, told my daughter that Richard Strange, though 
he did look like an old beggar, was quite well to do. But 
she called upon him in London when she went there last year 
about the late Mr. Bell's af^irs, and found him living in a 
poor way enough. A very poor way, by her account, thou^ 
she -never saw him in his own place, only in a sort of porter's 
lodge. Does he want anything that we can do for him, I 
wonder ? Do you know him, Mr. Langhton ? " 

** I did know him as intimately, perhaps, as he chose to be 
known by anybody. He is dead. I was his solicitor ; I am 



MvMiaMciiiQr; and it is about liig will, Mrs. Warner, that 
Iiaeometo yoiL I am ]K)t afraid of oyertarniiig a mind 
10 lalUbalanoed aa joms. IHd it never oocor to jon that 
ibn are in the world BOGhthii^aa misers? Thatcoosin 
tf joor good hnsiMiid, Sidiard Strange, has died worth 
ilaost tvo nuUions of monej; and of that sum nearly half 
— fidie half, exeq>t moderate legacies to a Ibw charities, and 
AiitiU &wer private friends that a man who passes his life 
ioaoBey-gettingcanhope toaeqnire— the half of this sum 
iihqaeathed to the heirs of the body of his deoeased kins- 
nan, Thomas Warner, of Atherton Qreat Farm." 

"ToKaty I the only dau^ter of his only son ! — to my 

poor Eatj ! " And, in spite of the well-balanced mind which 

bd beoi jasUy imputed to her, the good grandmother, stmok, 

peihaps, by a transition in the fate of her umple pet, whidi 

smmded like tbe conclusion of a &iry-tale, seemed likely to 

&ini 

^ Ay, dear Mrs. Warner, you may well look astounded. 
Take a glass of your own wine,'' said Mr. Langhton, adminis- 
tering the cordial. *< You may well be frightened ; it is a 
terrible destiny to be a great heiress. But there is health of 
mind, as well as of body, in that bright-eyed damsel. 'She will 
have yon to take care of her, and, in a &r less important 
degree, she will also have me. And she shall also, if I see 
cause for such a measure, have the Court of Chancery," 
added the good lawyer, with a peculiar smile, ** which, with 
all its faults, and they are many, does yet extend a very yig« 
ilant protection over its wards, a most comfortable protection 
to those who have heiresses in charge, keeping off fortune- 
hunters, and rendering elopements and abductions unprofitable 
and unsafe. Ay, we must keep off fortune-hunters," continued 
he, slowly rubbing his hands with an air of deliberation, as if 
weighing some important project, " we must keep off fortune- 
hunters. But, as Katy will have only too much -money of her 
own, instead of looking out ourselves for mere wealth, we 



26 

most eeleet foft her some joaDgman for ^om we can answer; 
whose estate and position will satisfy the world, and ^ribose 
character will be a pledge for her happiness. A fc^time of 
nearly a million is certainly, according to my views, a great 
danger, and therefore a great calamity; but there are oonaola- 
HoM even for that We nmst look aboat ns." 

<* Or Katy hereafter may look about for herself," inter- 
posed Mrs. Warner. '< Old as I am, I have still some fidtii 
in a marriage of affection. With that fortone, and the pret- 
tinees you were talking of, onr little ^1 may make her own 

ohoioe." 

« Hem ! " qooth the man of law again, nibbing his hands. 
" We may help her, though. Those love-matdiee of boys 
and ^Is are not always the happiest. However, we 11 talk 
of that another time. These are early days as yet ; for, as 
you may well imagine, I took care to inform you as soon 
as I had ascertained that there was no chance, I may say no 
possibility, of another claimant." 

" Poor Richard Strange ! When did he die ? " 
"That there is no telling. He lived — if sudi an exist- 
ence can be caUed living — in miserable dilapidated chambers, 
in an out-of-the-way plaoe, called Lyon's Inn. I myself had 
never been inside his rooms until I went thither upon this 
business. Frequently, as he had occasion to consult me, ho 
cither came to me at my own office, or appointed to meet me 
at some third place ; always contriving to make the persons 
with whom he had dealings, whether they bought estates, or 
whether they sold estates, or whether, as happened most 
frequently, they mortgaged the dirty acres, defray every 
charge possible. My bills, always paid by the other party, 
were nothing oompared with his, — meetings, journeys, con- 
sultations, letters written, letters received, postage, carriage, 
loss of time ; and when every imaginable item had been put 
down, he would add some unimaginable sum under the head 
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rf mdriei. A Hbonof^ misar mm Biohaid Strange; 
BffiB mii^t lia^e taken pattern from him." 
'NAnd was that how he aeraped together so much 

MMJ?" 

*No doobt ha began by scraping together, bj mere saving. 
Ihtwu bejfore my time. Bat» in addition to his habit of 
kiidii^ iriiioh was a yeritable instinct, like that of a sqoir- 
nlor a monkey, he had immense sagacity in the manage- 
Msiof money,— understood the handling of that delicate 
MoUne, called the stocks, better than any man '4)n 'change ; 
HIV missed a good stroke, never made a bad one ; trafficked 
iseittythin^ guned by everything ; lost nothing, spent noth- 
iig; so that, on the whole, I am zather surprised that he did 
lot eat np richer." 

(«Mr. Langhton, richer ! " 

''Ay! sach will be the general feeling of the moneyed 
world. Everybody will wonder what he could have done 
with his wealth ; thou^, to be sure, we may find a good deal 
more yet ; for he has left us no list of his property, and we 
lii?e had little time to rummage. There may be another 
million, so fiur as I know. We shall find out by degrees. I 
must inquire amongst our great capitalists. They may help 

08." 

«He knew them, then ? " 

" Knew them ! — to see the respect paid to that shabby, 
dirty old figure when he entered any of the marts where men 
of money congregate ! We are all gold-worshippers in our 
great Babylon. But in this case they bent before the skill 
as well as the metal, the amasscr as well as the possessor of 
riches." 

«* Poor Bichard Strange ! " sighed Mrs. Warner. " And 
with all this gold, and this homage because of his gold, ho 
died, if I understand you right, alooc ? " 

«« Alone, as he had lived. The portress of the inn rendered 
him the little service that he would permit in his chambers ; 
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always ander hia own eye, &r he Tinted nobody, and l ece i ya d 
his lottere and paroeLs at the lodge. An honest, sinqple creai- 
ure she was, who, in i^ite of his aTarioe and his soqpioionsv 
had a certain pity for his age, his loneliness and his infinni- 
ties. The four-soore years and five were beginning to tell 
upon him &bL She always called him tbe poor gentleman. 
I am happy to say that he has left her what will make her 
comfortable, which, of coarse, we shonld have taken oare to 
do on Katy's accoont, if he had not I mention it only 
because it is pleasant that he should have dme the n^^ 
thing. There are good points in most of us, and they were 
not wanting in Bichard Strange, thoo^ the erust at the 
surface was hard and deep." 

" But his death, Mr. llnghton ? Tell me of that" 
<< Well, on Monday evening last, as I was sitting dismally 
enough, alone in Norfolknstreet, turning over huge masses of 
law-papers relating to another acquaintance of yours, to whom 
poverty will be a sorer trial than riches to Katy, this good 
creature, Mrs. Barnes, made her appearance, to announce to 
me that Mr. Strange was missing. She came to me, she said, 
because ho had once ordered her never to speak about him to 
any one else, the nearest approach to confidence that he had 
ever evinced towards any human being. He had not been 
seen or heard of since the preceding Tuesday. Letters and 
parcels had arrived ; clerks had called on foot, and gentle- 
folk in coaches; they had nmg the old bell till the wire 
broke ; they had knocked till they were weaiy ; — there was 
no answer to knock or ring, no paper on the door, no sound 
of life in the chambers. Once before he had been missing for 
days, and had oomc out as if nothing had happened, only pale 
and thin. Another time, he had been gone a week, when the 
paper on the door said * out till six.' But then he had gone 
through the lodge ; and now she was certain that he had not 
passed. What should she do ? " 




"And yoa broke open the door ? It moBt have been an 
iw6I Boment ! ^ 

And Hn. Warner laid down her knitting, and held her 
feetedeB in her trembling hand. 

"It was an awfol moment. I took with me my partner, 
lam Oflbome, and two or three other persons well known 
to poor Strange ; called in the parish authorities ; and, after 
I doe coarse of knocking and shonting, proceeded to' break 
open the door. We were obliged to summon locksmiths and 
bloebmiths. The gates of Newgate were never more strongly 
Itrrieaded. It was an awful moment^ and a most fearful 
1^! Hie squalidness, the sordidness, the dirt, the utter 
desdtation, of the miser's home! No sign of coals in the rosty 
grate ; not a yestige of food ; not so much as a cup of water ; 
ind the poor owner of these riches and this misery, one of the 
greatest capitalists of Europe, lying in the midst of the papers 
lod parchments which represented his enormous wealth, shriv- 
elled up in a comer, covered with a rxig which a beggar 
would have scorned, dead, as it seemed to me, rather of cold 
and starvation, than of sickness or of age. It was a terrible 
ksBon!" 

*'May Heaven pardon him ! " And, good Protestant as she 
wss, it may be suspected that Mrs. Warner's inmost thought 
WM not very unlike a prayer for the soul of Richard Strange. 
Hr. Langhton's next words brought her back to earth again. 
"Almost the first packet that we discovered was addressed 
to me, and contained the will. I had given him several in- 
fitroctions for such a dociuneDt many years ago, and was not 
St all surprised to find that Katy camo in for nearly half the 
|m)perty." 
" You expected this bequest, JMr. Langhton ? " 
" And you wonder that I did not communicate my expecta- 
tions to you ! I thought such a bequest probable. But who 
could answer for the caprice of a man so reserved, and so little 
accessible to ordinary motives ? He might have endowed a 
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ooll^ or a oat. Would it haye been wise to liaTe intnusted 
dear Mrs. Bell with a oontingenoy which her sangaine tenqwr 
would have conyerted into a oertainty, and have proobumed 
to every soul in the parishi from Lord Delancj to Jaoob 
Stokes ? " 

In spite of the tears which had moistened Mrs. Warner^ 
spectacles, she now lifted her eyes with a smile in them, whidi 
proved how thoroughly she joined in the good solicitor's esti- 
mate of her daughter-in-law's discretion. Then, with sadden 
recollection, she inquired : 

« And the other half of the property ? " 

"Ay, there is the real mystery of this wilL That Bichsid 
Strange should bequeath great part of his money to the hdr 
of his nearest kinsman, with whom he had constantly k^t up 
a sort of intercourse, that for him might be called amicable, 
is natural and proper enough. But the other half — did yoa 
ever hear your husband talk of a person called Betsy Brown, 
in conjunction with hb kinsman ? " 

" Never," said Mrs. Warner. 

" I feared so. There must have been such a person ; and 
the poor heart, that now lies still and cold in the vaults of 
St Clement's Church, must once have throbbed with a quidc- 
ened pulse at the sound of that name. It is a sore puzzle. 
Charged, as I said before, with certain legacies to charities^ 
and to a very few individuals, the whole property is left to 
me in trust, for the heirs of the late Thomas Warner, of 
Atherton Great Farm, and Betsy Brown, formerly of Wes- 
ton, her heirs and assigns. Such names, too ! — Betsy 
Brown! There are a thousand Elizabeth Browns. Weston! 
There are a hundred Westons. None of the few people who 
knew my poor client personally, as a man, — not as a trafficker 
in loans and consols, — none of these, and they are few, can 
give mo the slightest indication as to the person designated. 
I must advertise : indeed, I have already given orders to that 
effect, and set the parish clerks to work, ransacking their 
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igprt ars . If there had but been q>iii8ter tadced to the end, 
10 thai one mi^t have made sore of its being a maiden 
Hue ! But there is not the di^^test olne to the labjrintL 
Loddlj," added the perplexed lawyer, " the nnoertaintj re- 
ipeeting the other legatee will not interfere with the payment 
rfKitT'a moiety. And here she eomee.'* 



CHAPTER III. 

THB HEIRESS. 

<* Mt queen, how would you like to be a great lady ? " in* 
quired Mr. Langhton of the unconscious heiress, using the pet 
name by which he was accustomed to address her. 

" Very much," replied Katy ; " very much, indeed." 

" You are reading the * Arabian Nights' Entertainments,* " 
continued Mr. Langhton, glancing at the book, which, amongiit 
it8 other wonders, had kept the little damsel quiet during the 
whole afternoon, and which, too &8cinating to be relinquished, 
she had carried off with her, and still held in her hand. " You 
are reading the * Arabian Nights.' What would you say to 
a good Glenius who brought you the Lamp of Aladdin, ev^i 
though he should put on the form of a gaunt old lawyer ? " 

** Ah ! but there are no such good Geniuses now ! " ex- 
claimed Katy. 

" Does she dare to tell me that ? Ask your grandmamma.** 

Mrs. Warner's smile a little puzzled Katy. 

" At all events," rejoined she, ** there are no such lamps 
now-a-days as the Lamp of Aladdin. No wonderful lamps, 
that can summon slaves and build palaces." 

" Do not make too sure of that, either," returned her friend. 
« For my part, I have always observed that money, provided 
there be but enough of it, can command as many slaves, and 
build as many palaces, as any old lamp of them all." 

And then, yielding to the natural curiosity of Katy, and 
the eager questioning of her mother, Mr. Langhton, for the 
second time, poured forth his marvellous tale. 
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Mn. Bell, intent on hospitable cares, and thorooghlj per- 
nided that her guest had had no dinner, had entered the 
nam at the very moment of this little dialogue, heading a 
proeemon of serving-maidens bearing every sort of refresh- 
meot, sweet and savory, that oonld be forced into the service 
of the tea-table, and was jnst arranging her stores of home- 
made dainties — hot buttered cake, ham, sausages, kidneys, 
pork-pies, ^gs, and honey-comb — when Mr. Lan^tcm's stoiy 
''sent," to udier her own expression, " all their wits a wool- 
gadiering." The result was a scene of disorder rarely wit- 
Beased in that orderly house. 

The tea-caddy fell firom its mistress' gnu^ upon the floor ; 
file tea-kettle, in Raehd's trembling hands (for Rachel had 
belped to spoil Katy from the time she was a month old), first 
flopped the buttered cake and then half-deluged the tea-tray ; 
whilst the coffee-pot, wielded by the rosy-cheeked Sally, had 
well-nigh spilt its boiling contents on that pet of pets, the 
&t spaniel. Flora, who, too lazy to get out of the way, and 
accnstomed to the observance of all around her, looked up 
astonished at the general confusion. 

Mrs. Warner, however, by this time recovered from her 
emotion, vindicated Mr. Langhton's opinion of her calmness, 
by assuming the direction of the tea-table. Another hot cake 
node its appearance, and the conversation resumed its desul- 
toiy course. A dozen sudi surprises would not have silenced 
Mrs. Bell. 

*' I am sure," said she, " that this great fbrtune all comes 
irom my having carried Katy, when we were in London last 
year, to see Mr. Strange at that place which he called an inn, 
but which, so far as I could make out, is not an inn at all. 
Hat visit was the cause of this good luck." 

"Hie will is dated twenty years ago," observed Mr. 
Lan^ton. 

" Never mind that ! " persisted she ; " what does the date 
Bigmfy ? t am quite sure that our visit did it all. But at 
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first, to be sure, he seemed raiiher pat oat by bdng otUad 
down to that little place of a lodge ; and seemed to doobt if 
we were really his coasins from Atherton, till I showed him a 

« 

great basket with a Michaelmas goose and a tazkey a&d diine^ 
and some lean meats." 

<«Ah!" qaoth Mr. Langhton, "so he reoogniaedthem?" 

" Yes ; and desired that when we sent up a hamper at 
Christmas, we should pat in some tomips and carrots to eat 
with the chine, and plenty of sweet herbs to staff the tazkey t 
and, aboTC all, he charged as not to forget to pay the porter- 
age, as well as the carriage.*' 

<* He was willing to remove any doobts that yoa might en* 
tertain respecting his identity. Did he say nothing to my 
little queen here ? '* 

« He seemed mightily taken with her," replied the good 
mother ; " chucked her under the chin, and desired her to giTO 
him a kiss." 

*< That was less peculiar," observed the old lawyer. ** Many 
a man might have made that request, and have invented the 
relationship on purpose." 

** I did not kiss him, though," interrupted Eaiy, raia];^ her 
head from her grandmother's lap, as she sate leaning against 
her knee. 

" He was mistily taken with her, nevertheless," resomed 
Mrs. Bell; "and fumbled for a long time in those ragged 
pockets of his to find a half-penny to give her. I have bept 
it myself," continued she, fumbling in her turn in a huge 
pocket, which sent fi>rth a jingling sound of many keys, mixed 
with thimbles, scissors, nutmeg-graters, knives, slate-pencils, a 
small padlock, a string of buttons, and money of all denom- 
inations. The treasure in question, the miser's gift, was care- 
frdly hoarded in an old-fashioned housewife. ** I have kept 
it," said she, " partly as a curiosity, partly for luck ; you see 
there 's a hole in it. Katy 's so careless, that I was afraid to 
trust it with her, for ftar of her losing it, or giving it to the 
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fat begpr die met AndyoaBeehowrij^t I was, andwhat 
hdk it lam bitm^t her, after aU.** 

**The poor old half-peony! " cried Eaty, again looking op. 
" Yoa will pre it to me now, dear mamma ; will yoa not? 
No fear that I ahoold loee it now; I shall keep it as long as 
I lire, in memory of one who meant me so kindly. And yet 
it will be yery bad luok if this l^;aoy takes me firam you, 
grandmamma, and from dear Atherton." 

"But the l^jacy will neither take you from Atherton or 
from grandmamma. I am yoor gaardian, and your dear 
gnmdmamma will be joined with me in the trust ; and she 
and joor good mother will receive a large allowance for tak- 
ing care of yoo.'' 

" Ah ! how good, they have always been ! what care they 
haye taken of me when I was nothing but a trouble to them ! " 
exclaimed the heiress. 

<* And now I must be going. What shall I send you from 
London ? Think what you want." 

<* O ! I haye neyer wanted anything in all my life.*' 

<* Then you haye been happier than most people," said the 
lawyer. *' But think again. J£ you want nothing for your- 
self^ do not you want something for others? Your good 
mamma, does she want nothing? " added he, in a low yoice. 

The color rose in Katy's cheek. 

** Let me whisper in your ear, Mr. Langhton ; it 's a secret. 
Could you, do you think, get in London four great strong 
beautifril cart-horses, — perfect beauties ? " 

" Yes." 

«< Handsomer than Mr. Thorp's, the miller ? Mamma has 
always such a hankering after a bell-team like Mr. Thorp's! 
But I should like it to be finer than his. So would she. She 
would like that better than anything in the world, if you 
ooold manage it." 

" I think it may be contriyed. We shall see. Anything 
else?" 
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"And a new jacket and tronsen, — a whole siit, — for 
little Jacob Stokes. He takes care of my pony, and helps in 
my garden ; and, poor boy, he is as ragged as a oolt. And a 
new stuff-gown for poor Dame Barnes; and another — " 

" Stop, my queen, stop ! You shall have money for jackets 
and gowns. But grandmamma — do you want nothing for 
the dear grandmamma ? " 

<* Could you get a book called * Sir Charles Grandison,' do 
you think ? Grandmamma was saying, the other day, she 
should like to read it over again. I wonder if it 's as charm- 
ing as the * Arabian Nights ' ! And money to give away in 
cloaks and blankets. Let that be sent to grandmamma, ^h ! 
I wish that all the fortune had been left to her ! She would 
have spent it so much better than I shall ever do.'' 

" You will spend it none the worse, my dear, for mistrust* 
ing yourself. Bless God that you have such an example and 
such an adviser in all serious matters. And, for the things 
which young ladies are expected to know in this ?ricked world, 
the common ways of what is called society, we must look 
about for a guide. Do you see much of the good folk at the 
Rectory, Mrs. Warner ? Mrs. Glenham is an elegant woman. 
I should think that her daughters would be nice ccnnpanions 
for Katy." 

" The girls are still very young," replied Mrs. Warner : 
« children of ten and eleven. And we see less of Mrs. Glen- 
ham than formerly." 

** Mrs. Glenham calls Katy a romp," added Mrs. Bell, in 
an affronted tone. 

" She has never forgotten an unlucky nutting-party in Ath- 
erton Wood, where frocks were torn, and bonnets crushed, 
and slippers lost," said the grandmother, smiling. 

** I am sure it was all the &ult of her own two sons," re- 
sumed Mrs. Bell. " There is not so rude a boy as Charles 
Glenham in all Atherton." 
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" Hkrfy u not lude," mterposed Katy. " He 's the kindest 
creature in the world." 

*« It 'a more than can be said of his prim sisters, or his fine- 
Isdj mother," rejoined Mrs. Bell. " She told me, to my face, 
tiiat my daughter set hers a bad example. A bad example ! 
Let her look at home. If Katy does get into a scrape now 
snd then, whose fault is it, I wonder ? When she happened 
to be riding Jacob Stokes' donkey, and the animal put his 
fore-feet into a ditch, and sent her over his head, was not it 
because Oiarles Glenham started out of the (^posite hedge, 
blowing a cow-horn ? " 

" But Harry picked me up," quoth Katy. 

**And when Lord Delancy cau^t her in our ordiard, 
perched in the middle of a cherry-tree, was not it because 
>Ia<tter Charley had carried off the ladder ? " 

*' Harry helped me down, mamma. Remember that." 

*< Well ! Of course a great lad, just going to college, b not 
quite so bad as his younger brother. But, for my part-, I '11 
have nothing to say to the Glenhams. Mrs. Glenham to lec- 
ture me, and call Katy incorrigiblo ! " 

" You are quite right, Mrs. Bell. We '11 have nothing to 
say to them. And now I must be off to the Hall. Farewell, 
dear lady. CU)od-by, my queen." 



CHAPTJJB 17. 

THB LAWTXB. 

Stbfizen Langhton was, as the reader will have gaUiered 
firom the preceding pages, a great London solicitor. 

Forty years before, he had left this very village of Ather- 
ton, of which his &ther was rector, to join his unde, the head 
of an eminent firm in Norfolk-street, Strand. There, as 
derk, as partner, and as successor, he had remained ever since ; 
an old badielor like his predecessor, and, like him, uniting con- 
siderable taste and talent to unblemished integrity and much 
knowledge of his profession. From him, too, he inherited a 
trick of making friends of his clients, and taking a fidgety in- 
terest in their prosperity and well-being ; a peculiarity which 
contributed far more to the comfort and advantage of his em- 
ployers than to his own ; since, although in his own person 
free from all incumbrance (to borrow a favorite advertising 
phrase), he shared all the anxieties produced by unthrifl heirs, 
unmanageable school-boys, marriageable daughters, and gulli- 
ble widows ; and was, indeed, the general adviser, trustee and 
executor, of all hb clients, dead or living. 

For those belonging to his native village he entertained 
particular affection, especially for Lord Dclancy, whoso prop- 
erty had been managed by the firm which he represented 
fi)r upwards of a century, and with whom, although ranking 
amongst the haughtiest members of the aristocracy, ho had lived 
frt)m the days when they were playfellows and school-mates to 
the present hour, on terms of fraternal affection and famil- 
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And now tfab iiiier»t mm deepened and nddened 
by the atonn of adreraty whidi, after having been gathering 
lor years aroond his noble friend, seemed likely to oroah him 
to the TCiy earth. 

A long-pending soit respeoting a diq[rated will had jnst 
been ^ven against him« To feed this soit, mortgage npon 
mortgage had been granted npon his paternal estates, nntil 
those estates would hardly defray the securities with their 
accumulated interest. 

In truth, the property itself, eztensiye and splendid as it 
tf^peared, had been involyed for many generations. The por- 
tions of younger sons, the dowries of daughters, the jointures 
of widows, had prest upon it heavily ; and, as so often hap- 
pens with large nominal estates, each noble proprietor had 
lived up to his estimated rather than his real income. 

There had been no vice amongst them ; no gambling by 
cards or dice, no racing, no profligacy. Taste had been their 
worst enemy. One ancestor had restored the old baronial 
castle, from which their title was derived, in a northern coun- 
ty ; another had built the splendid mansion of Athcrton Hall. 
The late Lord Dclancy had worthily filled the noble picture- 
gallery designed by his progenitor ; and the present had fur- 
nished the library with equal regard to everything except 
expense; — whilst all of them had practised largely the un- 
profitable virtues of hospitality, generosity, independence and 
ditfintcrestodness. There were no place-holders or place- 
hunters in their long line. 

Their very pride, and proud they were, was based upon a 
soom of meanness in every form. 

In the present head of that old house, a peculiar sense of 
locality, a clinging to early feelings, would, Mr. Langhton 
knew, add ten-fold bitterness to the bitter draught which he 
had to administer. At Athcrton he had been bom. There 
ho had wooed and wedded the beautiful wife whoso untimely 
death had left him a bereaved and solitary man. Four lovely 

8 
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children, of whom the youngest only sarvived, had been bom 
there ; and three had been buried in the same church with 
their mother, — the same church where their parents' marriage 
had been celebrated. £yery association of bliss and of sor- 
row, the joy-bells and funeral-knell, bound him to Atherton. 

Latterly, indeed, for very love of that dear home, he had 
resided there loss constantly. He oould not bear to look 
upon the scenes he was so soon to lose. But there he was 
expected this evening, to meet his only son, a distinguished 
young officer, who, although long absent with his raiment in 
the Peninsula, at Waterloo, in France, fully participated in 
this tenacious fondness for the seat of his ancestors, the home 
of his youth. 

The thought of the unworthy possessor who would step into 
their place was the bitterest drop of all. 

An orphan relation, the son of a cousin-german of Lord 
Delancy's father, had been educated, fitted out, and sent to 
Lidia, by his generous kinsman. Those were days in which 
men of good abilities, of a determined spirit, and not too 
sturdy a morality, still contrived to make fortunes in our 
Eastern empire. Bold, ambitious, subtle and supple, Vivian 
Delancy was the very man to succeed there. He became 
governor of one of our richest provinces, and wealth gathered 
round him, no one knew how. Whilst still in the vigor of 
life, he returned to England in the full hope (for hitherto 
everything had prospered with him) that the sickly lord whom 
he had lef^, and his puny boy, would both be dead before his 
arrival. Some flattering correspondent, who had read his 
heart too well, and wanted a favor, had sent him word that 
they were actually dying ; and, believing what he wished, he 
expected, on landing in England, to find no obstacle between 
himself and the ancestral title. 

Half of his hope was fulfilled. His kind benefactor was 
dead ; but the young heir had shot into a vigorous man, strong 
and hardy as one of the oaks in his own park, and was upon 
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the point of marriage to the lovelj but nnportioned daughter 
of a oountiy gentleman. 

The joung lord invited his oousin to Atherton ; and, with 
charactcristio treachery, partly from love, partly from this 
old and well-concealed hate (for there is no greater quickcncr 
of a puny love than a deep hatred), the Indian cousin entered 
the lists as a suitor. The fair Helen, unlike her namesake, 
proved oonstant to the betrothed lover who had first won her 
maiden heart. They were married, but not until calumny 
upon calunmy, insult upon insult, had provoked a challenge, 
the result of which left Vivian Delancy with a bullet in his 
shoulder, and a vow of vengeance in his heart. 

From this hour, the pertinacious and unscrupulous man pur- 
sued the ruin of his rival, with a blitemcss of determination, a 
concentrated malice, which became the ruling pashion of his 
strong nature. He followed vengeance in England as iir India 
he had followed gold, tlie rather that a remote but patient 
hope of attaining the ultimate object of his ambition, — the 
&mily es^tates, — a hope that seemed to grow by delay, mingled 
with the lust of revenge, and seemed favored by circum- 
stances. 

An old relation, to whom, had he died intestate. Lord De- 
lancy would have been the legal heir, had long promised to 
bcf^ueath his great wealth to the head of the house, not 
merely from affection towards his kinsman, but for the pur- 
pose of clearing the family property, and placing the old name 
in the high position which it had so long occupied in the 
country. This promise, voluntarily made, increased the care- 
lessness as to pecuniary matters which had been the solitary 
sin of the race. The pledge had been renewed on Lord De* 
lancy's marriage to a portionless beauty. Mr. Langhton ha^ 
himself drawn up the will. 

Nearly twenty years after, the aged cousin died, and 
later will was produced, bequeathing the entire properiv 
Sir Vivian, who had, long since, to his infinite disgusfei*- 
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who valued only an old peerage, — be»i mohided in a batdi 
of baronets. The whole household was in ooosternatioQ. No 
one had 8iiq>ected the intention or the act; and, npon a closer 
investigation, a paper, wanting certaio formalities, was dis- 
covered, re-beqneathing all to his beloved kinsman and god- 
son, Arthur, Lord Delanoy. Then, when this paper was 
rejected for informality, a third document was discovered — 
the copy of a letter addressed to the solicitor irbo had drawn 
the second will — directing its destruction. 

Imagine the materials for litigation in this complication of 
circumstances! What were the actual focts of the case, 
nobody could venture to pronounce. No quarrel had taken 
place between the testator and his declared heir. But they 
lived in distant counties ; the omission of a visit, the miscon- 
struction of a letter, the mere caprice of age, might have 
caused his change of intention. On the other hand, the 
known character of the claimant gave, to all acquainted with 
him, ample reason for a suspicion of foul play. Witness after 
witness came forward to give testimony to that effect; and a 
missbg valet was chased over three parts of the globe, who 
could prove, they said, the writing and the delivery of the 
letter of which the copy had been produced. The fate of this 
man was never clearly ascertained ; but it was at last sup- 
posed, and probably with truth, that ho was amongst the 
passengers who perished in the wreck of a vessel bound to 
Canada. 

Years had passed away in this miserable litigation ; anxiety 

had succeeded to anxiety, suspense to suspense, trial to 

trial ; and now, after enormous expenditure, the final decision 

A been given against Lord Delancy, and the last lingering 

had died away forever. 

a termination of the great will cause was of course known 

L parties ; but a far severer blow was yet to come. Sus- 

I had been awakened that the money so long, nnd with 

■1 a MBlfi advanced on mortgage, had been lent 
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tiuoQI^ a tUid person* TtaB mmjfimoa mm now proved to 
be correct, and the real mortgagee — he who, after some 
months and some few fbrmalitieB, oonld efeot the present ooea- 
pier ftxym all his ancestral estates; fiom Belanoj, the old 
northern hold, and Athertcm, the beloved home, with their 
affectionate tenantry and matchless collections — was no other 
than their adversary in the lawsuit, the nngratefnl and re- 
yengefnl kinsman. 

To talk over this painfbl tennination of a caose, of which 
he had always dreaded the lesolt, was Mr. Langht<m's bosi- 
neoB at the HalL His hard features twitched as he thon^t 
of the conversation he had to go throng He had armed 
himself with a choice copy of Lord Bemer's Translation of 
FroisBart, as a present to his brother bibliomaniao — a tall 
oopy, in all the glory of its original binding, with silver tips 
and ffllver clasps, picked up at a sale fabnloosly cheap. Bat 
he knew that, talk as they might of the chivalrous old chroni- 
cler, who seemed bom to immortalize hi|^ deeds, and of the 
hrave EngiliRhman, who seemed bom for no pmpose but to 
translate him, the words mi^t issue from their lips, but their 
hearts would be fiir away. 

Hie yonng heir, too, the gallant soldier, Arthur Delanqy, 
returning to the home of his fiithers, only to hear that that 
home most be abandoned forever! Arthur, whom he had 
loved as a son from earliest childhood! <<That accursed 
lawsuit ! " thought the good lawyer. And no stronger proof 
can be given of the sincerity of his interest in his clients than 
to say, that his own predictions as to the result having been 
80 completely verified, never once crossed his mind as a con- 
solation. 

Such were the dark thoughts which caused Stephen Lan^ 
ton's foot to rest for a moment on the step of the post-chaisi 
which had waited to convey him to the Hall. Ascertainim 
even in the midst of hb troubles, the safety of the preois 
Froissart, he sent in Mrs. Bell and Eaty, who had attenj 
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him to the door with eager hoepitality, and tamed to take a 
parting look at the farm. 

There it stood, with the bright fires glowing throu^ the 
windows in parlor and hall, the glancing lights within the 
house, and the ruddy glare of lanthoms passing from stable 
to oow-stall, and from cow-stall to calf-pen, with all its cheer- 
ful sights and rural sounds, the very image of rustic plenty. 
The view brought other speculations to the mind of our good 
lawyer. ** I found this place," thought he, ** the abode of 
peace and comfort, when I came bearing the tidings of this 
new wealth to disturb its tranquillity. Can content and 
wealth keep house together ? Can a child, so rich, so pretty, 
so innocent, and so confiding, be trusted with that simple 
mother, and that single-minded grandmother ? The world is 
full of snares, even this little world of Atherton. As yet, she 
had seen nobody more dangerous than the lads of the Rectory, 
to whom she is probably only a gayer and a wilder sister, a 
playfellow or a plaything. But how long will this last? 
Money, and the want of money, form half the trials of this 
life." Money, and the want of money ! the approximation 
seemed to suggest yet another train of reflections, as the chaise 
.threaded the winding Tillage street, and passed through the 
richly-worked iron gates, and between the stately lodges of 
' Atherton Park. 

Even in a November night that fine scenery retained its 
characteristic beauty. The moon, almost at the ftill, shed a 
ulvery light upon the dewy lawns ; just touching the brown 
tops of the huge oaks, that stood out as headlands or promon- 
tories from the deep woods, which stretched up the hills on 
either side ; or flin^ng a dark shadow from the clumps of 
koUy, hawthorn, birch and beech, which, mingled with single 
MB, dotted the foreground. Just beneath the eye, a broad 

tarn was crossed by a low bridge of several arches, and, 

er many windings, swelled out in the lower portion of the 

kf into a piotoresque lake. 



CHAPTER V. 

f ATBIE AND BOH. 

Father and eon, die two gentlemen to whom Mr. Lan^iton 
was conducted evidentlj were. In point of figore, tall, erect 
and stately, thej might almost have passed for brothers ; in fiuse, 
too, the resemblance was most striking. It was the same head 
in youth and in age. The general expression was alike in both, 
— grave, thoughtful, calm, and aristocratic. But the guest 
soon perceived a peculiar look in the elder man, worn, anxious, 
distressed, which seemed to have added ten years to his age 
in as many weeks ; deepening the lines about the month and 
on the pale forehead ; converting into a permanent frown that 
which before denoted only pensiveuess ; srnkiiig his eyes deep 
under their brows, and robbing them of gayety and sweetness; 
thinning and wUtening the hair, which three months before 
had been as brown and as glossy as the crisp curls of his son. 

As he grasped the hand of hb old friend and school-fellow, 
Lord Dclancy exclaimed : 

*' You have no good news for me, Stephen, or you would 
have come here earlier. You would have come before the 
time," continued he, as Mr. Langhton, transferring the Froiasart 
from one arm to the other, began taking out his watch ; ^ I 
know it is the hour that I mentioned, but with good news you 
would have flown." 

*< Nay, my dear lord, I am here as soon bs 1 thought it 
likely that I should find you and my young friend. And, for 
my news, tiiat is no worse than it needs must be. You your- 
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adf had Httle doubt but Sir YiTiui was the real holder of the 
Bortgages?" 

<< And now it is sure?" 

A sad shake of the head, — ^ a shake of the head maybe 
affinnatiTe, and when so is always sad, — was the only answer. 

*< All the mortgages ? " interposed Major Delancy. 

*< All," was the reply. *< He has contrived to buy np every 
seeority, althon^ some dated as fiur back as your great-grand- 
&ther's time." 

** Well, dear fiither, sorely it is good to know this ; good 
to have no more stmggle ; good to have done at onco with 
a knng fight; good to relinqnish forever a &lse position. 
Lei tiie estates be given up. I am ready to sign whatever 
papers may be necessary. There may be sach ; for I remem- 
ber once this man (and for that I thank him) gave me crodit 
for ratifying all that yon had promised, and advanced a large 
siDD, without waiting for my signature. That at least proved 
hiin not quite a stranger to the blood of the — " 

« ! my SOD, my son ! to ruin such a son ! " 

" Nay, my dear father, hear me out. L^t all be done at 
onoe; all given up, all sold, all paid. Surely the pro- 
ceeds—" 

" Will not be sufficient to pay Langhton's bill," exclaimed 
Lord Delancy. 

« PAaw ! my bill ! W^t till I ask for it," interjected the 
lawyer. 

" And of other debts than these mortgages, you know,** 
proceeded Arthur, "that you have wisely kept clear. No 
honest tradesmen will be ruined by our ruin. The proceeds 
of such personal property as has never been put in pledge 
will, I firmly believe, defray every just claim, and leave 
enoQ^ for the purchase of such an annuity as will maintain 
you in comfort and in independence. Or, if not, let us dispose 
of my commission. The world does not want ways by which 
a young and healthy man may win an honorable livelihood* 
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Bven in the midst of this new peace, mj own bad trade is not 
without its prospects. Let me go as a volunteer to India, to 
South America, wherever warfare flourishes, and yon will see 
that I shall prosper, as others have done before me. Only let 
all be ^ven up at once, and, trust me, we shall be- happier 
and richer than we have been during this miserable struggle 
against an overwhelming destiny. Only let all be given up." 

** To him ! " exclaimed Lord Delancy, suddenly pausing in 
the rapid walk up and down the room, by which he had been 
striving to throw off some of the irritation which shook the 
bodily frame even to agony. " Yield to him the home of my 
&thers ! disinherit for him a son of whom the noblest of my 
ancestors mi^t have been proud ! Transfer to him my at- 
tached tenants, my affectionate peasantry! Make him the 
master here, where, bred and fostered like a child of the house, 
he raised hb hand against the son of his benefiustor ! He left 
this place vowing eternal gratitude. See," continued hOi 
throwing a tattered letter upon the table; **I found that 
scrawl, the other day. The very ink has foded, as refusing to 
perpetuate professions so false ! the paper has crumbled away, 
like his promises. He left this house poor and abject ; he ze- 
tumed to it rich and insolent" 

"You di«4)pointed him, my dear lord. He left you a 
ribkly child, never likely to survive the trials of school, and 
the temptations of college. He expected to find you dead, 
and Ihere you stood, tall and stout, on the point of marriage 
to the prettiest woman in the county." 

*' Poor Helen ! she feared him as an evil ^irit." 

" She disappointed him too. He expected her to throw 
over the man of her heart, as fine a young fellow in those 
iajB as Arthur is now, in fiivor of a rival as dry and gnarled 
and yellow as a bamboo cane." 

<* Poor, poor Helen ! That rivalship was her first grie^ 
and his threats, vague and worthless as they seemed then, not 
only embittered, but shortened her life." 
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•■ Tour good ikther,*' Tommed Lord Dehmoj, again pannng 
ID his wmlk, ^ always said that as a child, a mere child, I had, 
onoe oflBeDded this ooosin, then a youth ; and that his hatred 
dated from that hour." 

"¥cr my part," returned Stephen, <* I firmly helieve that 
the hatred and the lore were both sabservient to the ambi- 
tion. He ooorted Helen Anbrey, in the hope of preventing 
your marriage, whilst he accomplished his own, taking the 
chance of yoor throwing yoorself into dissipation, or, in any 
erent, not ipeedily settling, so that he mi^t still retain his 
place as httrpresomptive to ike title. The duel had the same 
object in view; whilst this affiur of tiie will and of the mort- 
giges is still a step in the same direction. He can't get tiie 
old baxony, so he 11 be content with the old estates." 

« He has only to live long enough," obsenrod Arthur, " and 
be may be the possessor of both ; for I do not think my dear 
fiither likely to marry, and I am perfectly certain that I never 
shall." 

" Phew ! phew ! " whistled the old lawyer, — a most incrcd- 
oloos whistle it was. <* Live to my ago before you make a 
fow of celibacy, and don't be too sure of keeping it then." 

** Sir Vivian may soon resume his place in the peerage, as 
heir-presumptive," said Lord Delanoy. *<When the new 
owner takes possession of the mansion, the old master will 
find room in Uie family vault." 

" Dear father ! " 

" Lord Dclaney ! " 

And the one speaker led him affectionately to a seat, 
whilst the other instinctively laid a strong grip on the travel- 
ling-pistols, which, mixed with other loose baggage, the 
servants had thrown on one of the tables. 

" Nay, Stephen, you may spare that precaution ; I had no 
intention to alarm you, my dear son. But more men die of a 
broken heart than we read of in the bills of mortality. And 
to think that my own obstinacy and improvidence should 
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have aided thiB man's villany, to disinherit sueh ft son as 
Artlinr, might kill a stronger man than L" 

<* I will not listen to sacli words, dear father ! " 

<* Nor I," quoth Stephen. ** Besides, I have a remedy in 
my head." 

« Do you remember, Arthur," said his father, " the beauti- 
fal group of witoh-ehoB on the west lawn ? Artists used to 
travel from London to sketch them. There was a tradition 
that under them the family plate had been buried in Ozom- 
well's time, when, what with raeges, fires and sequestrations, 
our dedoision began. Well ! the tallest of these trees was 
strioken, they tell me, by the great gale, this equinox — " 

<< And &lling luckily," interrupted Stephen, *< against the 
tree next in point of size, and nearest in point of situation, 
was propped by that friendly supporter ; so that it has been 
found possible to replace the noble tree (you know how dever 
a fellow Lawson the woodman is !), and there it stands, the 
goodly witch-elm, as firmly rooted as ever. Omen fi:>r omen, 
my good lord ! Hrlrs. Bell and Ejity, to the Mi as supersti- 
tious as yourself, went to see it yesterday. They told me the 
whole story but now." 

Lord Delanoy shook his head, as unwilling to accept the 
angary. The son and the friend gazed for a moment on 
that other noble tree, whidi seemed quivering to its falL 
Their eyes met. But Stephen's tone had lost nothing of its 
cheerfulnosSy.as he exclaimed, suddenly, 

**Apn^)os to Mrs. Bell's tea-table, where I heard this 
news, you seem to forget that neither you nor Arthur have 
taken any dinner, and that I myself, although fresh from that 
region of hospitality, shall be none the worse for a cutlet and 
a glass of wine. I have a project for you, my good friends, 
for both of you, and fi)r that determined bachelor. Master 
Arthur, in particular; a project to propose, and a story to 
teU. But not a syllable shall you hear until you have taken 
some refreshments Besides which, this affiiir of the mortgage 



51 

» m no mudi hurry. Some impertinent wit has said that 
* hiddly law always takes time to do justice.' Now, I append 
to that, speaking in honor of the mistress whom I serve, that 
to eomndt injnstioe law also takes her leisure. The notioe 
of foreelosnre is not served yet ; and, after that, we have six 
mcnths good. Let ns go to dinner ; after which we can talk 
matters oyer calmly. Some very strange events have occurred 
within these few days, events altering the prospects of 
some of these good £>lks at Atherton not a little." 

"Good folks of Atherton!" cried Arthur. «• What can 
that mean ? Onr firiends of the Bectory ? " 

^ Ha ! I am glad to see that you have sense enough to be 
eorkms, major. They call curiosity a female pasraon, but I 
call it a search after knowledge, and would not give up my 
right to a fair share of so good a quality to any woman in the 
world. However, you must keep your ^irit of inquiry 
mider subordination for the present, for not a syllable shall 
you hear until dinner be fairly past." 

" Belentings on the part of your cousin ! " quoth Mr. 
Lan^ton, some two hours after the forgoing conversation, 
when a few glasses of champagne had brought a litUo blood 
into Lord Delancy's cheeks, "sales to some other party! 
Pshaw ! he has your titie-deeds as closely locked up as his 
own heart No, my plan has nothing to do with mortgages 
or parchments. It bears a far more attractive form. What 
do you think of matrimony, Arthur ? A man is never so near 
to becoming a bridegroom as when he has just made a vow 
to die a bachelor. What say those excellent reporters, the 
dramatists? Look into all the cases, from Benedick down- 
ward. My proposal is neither more nor less than a pretty 
young wife." 

The suddenness of this announcement startied both his 
hearers, transferring to Arthur's countenance the paleness 
whidi had before overspread his father's. 

" You have often said, my dear boy, that yon would do 
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anything in the wide world to avert this misery ; and I ftdly 
believe yon. for all that lay in yoor power, in the way of self- 
saorifioe, yon have done. If yoa had not broken the entail to 
porsae this long law-ohase, the estates here and in the north 
would have been preserved to yoo. Of yoo, therefore, I feel 
certain. What I have to ask on yoor part, my dear lord, is 
the sacrifioe of a little pride of birth and allianoe. Nothing 
else. For, besides that the money — fiur more than enon^ to 
dear every debt — is absolutely in my own hands, the little 
heiress through whom it must be won is as good, and as 
pretty, and as certain to grace your old coronet, as if she were 
a duke's daughter." 

And then he told the story of Eaiy 's legacy, and how the 
thou^t of a marriage between the two young people, each of 
whom had undergone so strange a transition of fortune, had 
darted into his thoughts. His strong foeling for both parties 
lent truth and earnestness to the manner in which he set forth 
his project ; oversetting, with much dexterity, Lord Delanoy*s 
objections, and opposing, with characteristic skill, the portrait 
of Sir Vivian, lord of Atherton, to that of dear, good Mrs> 
Bell, loud, ruddy, vulgar and fine, as the mother of his 
daughter-in-law, a picture firom which the fostidious gentle- 
man shrank with instinctive repugnance. 

" Never mind Mrs. Bell," quoth our friend Stephen ; " I 'U 
answer for her never speaking three sentences in your lord- 
ship's presence. Besides, I '11 get Mary Osborne to dress 
her. That little woman — my partner's wife — is a jeweL 
She is to get a governess for Katy. Never trouble yourself 
about Mrs. Bell. Think of Mrs. Warner. Sweet old Mrs. 
Warner ! foir, delicate, and umple as a female Friend ; fit, at 
this very moment, to take her place in your picture-galleiy. 
And Katy, think of her ; Beynolds might have painted them 
both. Indeed, they are exactly Uie pure English beauties that 
he did paint." 

*' Remember, thou^," added he, as they rose to take oof- 
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here more than a dianoe of the young heiresg. But, couaider- 
iog all thii^ — the hereditary reqpeot for the family; the habit 
of thinking Atherton Hall a finer place than Ghatsworth, and 
Lord Ddancy a greater man than the Duke of Devonahire ; 
remfimb^ing ako the adyantages of military diatinction, and 
ndlitaiy bearing, to ny nothing of other good gifls; and, 
above all, comddering the prodigious power of opportunity, 
and of being the first to pour sweet truths into the fair lady's 
ear; potting together, I say, all these elements of soocesn^ I 
entertain yery little doubt of carrying off the prife." 

^^ A word with you," said Arthur, stopping Mr. TAnghinfi^ 
as they Allowed Lord Delanqy throu§^ the hall; "one 
word." 

*< Not if it be an objection," replied the solicitor. ** Are 
you too possessed of the devil called pride ? " 

"Pride, situated as we are!" said Arthur. "But this 
marriage, whidi after all is mercenary? this availing our- 
selves of a pwdtion which is totally changed, of advantages 
which are vanished ? My dear father, carried away by his 
notions of fiunily dignity, and by paternal partiality, does not 
see this ; but you — " 

"Be quite sure that every particular of your situation 
shall be made known to Mrs. Warner before to-morrow night. 
And be sure, also, that, with her feeling towards you and my 
good lord, the prospect that this wealth may prevent the 
great wrong that would otherwise take place will be one of 
the consolations for the dangerous change in her sweet child's 
destiny. Both she and Mrs. Bell expressed strong alarm at 
the chance of her falling into the hands of some one who 
would look down upon her, or teach her to look down on 
than. They will seek for nothing but high character in 
Eaty's husband. Neither shall I. And I never gave so 
strong a proof of my respect and esteem, as well as my affec- 
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tion, as when I selected you as the happy man. Have yoa 
any other objection to offer ? " 

" Only my utter averseness to the marriage state." 
" Averseness ! Does that mean a &noy for another woman ? 
Are you in love ? Are you engaged ? " 

" No, upon my honor ; I am as free as yourself." 
*< So much the better. If you had been engaged — " 
" I tell you, No. But to marry this young girl merely for 
her money — " 

** Pshaw ! pshaw ! a romantic scruple like that is an anach- 
ronism in these days. Leaye me to take care of my ward. 
Look after your &ther. Four hours ago, I would not have 
insured his life for a month ; and now the very chance of 
escaping from the venom of that cold-bloodod Indian snake 
has acted upon him like the &bled elixir. You, too, are 
fitted for another age, with your hatreds and your delicacies. 
But just think of him, and of all the sacrifices you have 
made, and do not render them vain by starting off at last. 
Sacrifice ! " exclaimed he, with enthusiasm, " I ought to be 
hanged for using the word in connection with the brightest 
and sweetest little rosebud that ever blossomed in a country 
garden. And you ought to be hanged if yon are not over 
head and ears in love with her before three months are 
past. Take the word of an old man who has seen a good 
deal of this best of all possible worlds, and has had occa- 
sion to observe pretty often that, in fulfiUiDg our duties 
at the expense of our fancies, we are generally sure to 
be rewarded even in this life. Would not any one think 
I was ur^ng you to many the Urganda of a fiiiiy 
tale?" 

" I dcm't care for beauty," interrupted Arthur. 
" I do," said his companion, " in common with most men. 
And you will be a person of a singular taste if you do not 
think her beauty of a very attractive sort Now let us go to 
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your ftlhcr. I hftTe a present finr him in his way and mine; 
a dioioe old bo<^ picked up for a song. I did not dare pro- 
duce it before; but by this time, thanks to oar project, he 11 
be able to look at and enjoy it. Is not this worth something, 
Master Menmiaij ? ** 

4 



CHAPTER VI. 

BUR-nUNTINO. 

Ox his retarn to town, one of Mr. Langhton*8 first visits 
was to the abode of his partner, Mr. Osborne, a clever man of 
five-and-thirty, who, originally an articled clerk in the house, 
had been taken into the firm without money, on the strength 
of his abilities and his character — points in which the senior 
partner was seldom mistaken. A year or two before, he had 
taken to himself the questionable luxury of a wife ; and our 
old bachelor, fond, after his fashion, of James Osborne, and 
accustomed to command his society at breakfast and dinner, 
grumbled over a measure which threatened to deprive him of 
his company during many a quiet evening in Norfolk-street 
" Now," thought ho, with the grunt of a deeply-injured man, 
" he '11 be going home." 

Matters were not greatly mended when he found that Mr. 
0.sborne made of his young wife a umversal authority and 
referee in all matters extra-legal, even when they seemed 
most uufit for a wearer of petticoats. If Mr. Langhton hap- 
pened to inquire, 

"What did that Do Bry fetch at Evans'?" the answer 
was, 

« I '11 ask Mary." 

If, " What can I have done with the Dugdalo ? " 

" Mary can tell." 

Mary could get an authentic copy of the Ban of tlie Em- 
pire. Maiy know where to send for the score of the <' Re- 
quiem." 
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The clouds b^an to disperse when Stephen discovered that 
Mrs. Osborne really knew those things of which her hutsband 
boasted, and she did not ; and the sky grew quite clear when 
he heard from his housekeeper that his Kendal pudding was 
made from her recipe, and that his warm winter hose were 
knitted in the charity-school of her father*s parish ; in short, 
that she was not that odious thing, a female Enoyclopiedia, 
but an observing and intelligent woman, who knew where to 
find knowledge, and considered no trouble too great, no object 
too small, so that it enabled her to gratify her husband^s 
friend. 

" She 's a clever little body," thought our friend ; " and will 
have performed my commission, if anybody can, and found me 
a governess who will teach dear Katy to conceal the adorable 
ignorance which would affront this accomplished age ; and till, 
at the same time, the part of adviser general at the farm. To 
think that it should fall to my lot to conduct a whole feminine 
household ; I, who have always eschewed the company of wo- 
men ! and to have the disposal of a great heiress — I, an old 
bachelor of fifty-seven ! Poor, pretty Katy ! I wish Arthur 
Delancy liked her better. I3ut he 's a noble follow, and the 
love will come in time. She cannot choose but like him ; she, 
who has seen nothing better than Glenham boys, and the clod- 
hoppers of the village." 

Hiis meditation brought him to the tasteful cottage at 
Chelsea, where his partner had fixed his abode. He found 
Mrs. Osborne, and lost no time in inquiring if her search had 
been successful. 

" Yes, I know such a person," replied hU hostess, with 
rather more hesitation than was usual with her ; " exactly 
such a person as you desire." 

« Well ? " 

" And she has requested me to look out for a family in 
want of a governess." 

" Well, then, send for her directly." 
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«< There b not far to send, sir ; she is in this very house. 
Bat she is my old school-fellow and veiy dear friend ; and I 
cannot bear to think of her filling a dependent sitoation. She 
is the orphan daughter of an officer. Her &ther and her 
only brother died shortly after each other; her mother she 
had lost before ; and an aunt, with whom she went to reside, 
taming out tiiat terrible thing, a match-maker." (Here Mr. 
Langhton winced a little, and uttered an audible grunt, so 
that the fair speaker interrupted her narration.) " Surely, dear 
sir, you have no love of husband-hunting chaperons, who 
hawk about poor girls for the highest bidder ? " 

*< None whatever. But, as to match-making, that is a dif- 
ferent matter. There are match-makers and match-makers, as 
Moli^re's Sganarelle says of fagots. Gt) on with your- story." 

" Well, finding herself put up to sale, and her aunt indig- 
nant at her re&sal of a man utterly unworthy of her, poor 
Honor wrote to me, requesting me to inquire for a situation 
as governess — any situation, the more retired Uie better, 
where she might earn an honest living. And here she has 
been for the last three weeks, during which time, sir, we have 
seen too little of you, or I am sure you would like her." 

« You mean Miss Olive, my dear ? I do like her, and I 
like her spirit. She will be much happier with good Mrs. 
Warner than with all the husband-hunting aunts in the world. 
She'll be the very person to form Eaty. Those soft, gentle 
manners are just what we want at the Great Farm." 

** And she is so good, sir ! " said Mrs. Osborne, much grati- 
fied by this approbation. " Mind, manners and temper, are 
equally excellent. As for her accomplishments — " 

" Spare me the enumeration ; good sense, good principles 
and good temper, are what we want. The fewer accomplish- 
ments, the better for my little rustic. The new fortune will 
be disadvantage enough. Do not let us add new knowledge. 
Nothing is so bad as an attempt at acquiring that which there 
is no time to learn. It is combining pretence and pretension. 
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Engage MiflB CliTe, of oonrse, not as a governesB, bat as a 
friead. I give you carte-blanche as to salary." 

*< But, dear sir, I know her well, and am confident that she 
will not accept more than is right and nsoal. Yon will find 
her an ontractable person on certain points." 

** I shall like her all the better. How could this aunt of 
hen venture to propose an unworthy marriage to such a 
woman ? I leave you, my dear, to arrange matters for me. 
Contrive, if you can, that Miss Glive should be ready to ac- 
company me to Atherton as soon as may be after my return 
from Buckinghamshire." 

The good lawyer's expedition to Buckinghamshire was 
another branch of the duties thrown upon him by this exe- 
cutorship. 

Daring his absence, an artificer, cunning in the miser's 
paraphernalia of false bottoms and secret drawers, springs 
that no eye could detect, and locks that no hand could open, 
disclosed, in the deepest profundity of an iron chest, a cavity 
filled with bank-notes and bills, at once more portable and 
more negotiable than the bulkier bonds, mortgages and title- 
deeds, which crammed almost to bursting the upper part of 
the cofifer. Strange is the contrast of these yellow parchments 
and discolored papers, ghastly representatives of wealth, to 
the hoards on which our ancestors delighted to luxuriate : the 
kingly coin, stately with its crowned impress; the heavy ingots 
of glittering silver or virgin gold ; the ropes of pearl ; the 
dazzling heaps of precious stones, ruby, topaz, amethyst, em- 
erald, sapphire, diamond ; such were tlie rich sights on which 
the misers of Massinger and Ben Jonson gloated. Those 
great old poets woold have scorned this unimaginative age, 
where Mammon, stripped of all his gorgeous accessories, shows 
himself in all his naked deformity, barely covered by a sordid 
panoply of rags. 

In that innermost receptacle of the money-chest, so cun- 
ningly hidden, were two or three papers, which seemed at 
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first to have small reference to the diecks and bank-bills by 
which they wore surrounded. Their pecuniary value was 
indeed very trifling. The first document was an old almanac 
of the year 177-. The others consisted of two or three notes, 
of which the writer was evidently a woman, addressed to Mr. 
Bichard Strange, and signed E. Brown ; a note of hand for 
twenty pounds, bearing the signature of John Brown ; and 
the rough copy of a letter, at once a declaration of love and a 
proposal of marriage, to which, on perusal of one of the notes, 
was a gentle refusal. 

Here was a carious episode in a miser's life. The rough 
drafl of the love-letter was brief and characteristic, but not 
ineloquent. True feeling always finds true words. Very 
real must that passion have been which induced Bichard 
Strange to offer his hand to a girl evidently without fortune, 
and induced him to name her descendants the heirs of so large 
a portion of his riches, after an interval of nearly fifty years. 
The notes signed " E. Brown " were dated Weston ; but that 
address, which indeed they already possessed, was the only 
indication to be gained from this love-hoard. The almanac 
at first appeared to bear no relation to the event. But in the 
months of July and August were found small marginal notes, 
such as " Walked in the woods with Betsy." " Bought a 
keepsake for Betsy." " Wrote to Betsy." And on the suo- 
ceediug day was a final note, summed up in two brief words : 
" Went away." 

Our old bachelor sighed over those brief words, sympathiz- 
ing the rather with the suffering, that the sufferer had ab- 
stained from all complaint, even to that mute confidant, the 
almanac. How different might his life have been, had that 
offer been accepted ! 

Turning to his own business, Mr. Langhton felt that no 
further revelation was to be expected from the testator's 
papers. Advertising was his only hope. Indeed, the mo- 
ment the cavity was discovered, Mr. Osborne had multiplied 
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ftdvertisemeDts, thicker and wider, in almost every newspaper 
in town and country. These advertisements wore, as usual, 
fruitful in answers. The Norfolk-street postman bent under 
their wei^t, and doubted whether Valoitine's day had not 
come before its time. 

Every Weston in England had produced its record of John 
or Elizabeth Brown. Some a John ; some an Elizabeth ; some 
both. Here they were christened ; here married ; here buried. 
The good lawyer groaned in spirit ; the rather that the indi- 
cations were so slight that it would be almost impossible for 
the most practised and subtle tracer of genealogies to follow 
such a trail. However, as the Buckinghamshire Weston 
(Cowper's Weston) offered the nearest approach to the family 
group which he dimly guessed at, a John Brown having been 
married and an Elizabeth Brown christened there about 
twenty years before the date of the almanac, he resolved to 
undertake the journey ; unconsciously, perhaps, influenced by 
a disire to examine the scenery of the "Task," a poem which, 
iu its purely ]*jig]lsh feelings, its homeliness, and its teachings, 
appealed sitrongly to his sympathies and his prejudices. 

Upon his arrival at the little inn, he found that it was 
already the object of no unfrec^uent pilgrimage. 

" Old inhabitant, sir ? " quoth a voluble waiter. " Mr. 
Cowper, of course. Plenty of people who remember him 
hereabouts. Very shy, sir ! But very kind-hearted." 

Here Stephen attempted to interpose a word. 

** Parish clerk, sir ! No use, sir ! Won't find Mr. Cowper 
in the register. Gentleman came last summer, and hunted it 
all through. Was not bom here, sir ! Was never married ! 
and died many a good mile away, poor gentleman ! Not in 
the register, I assure you." 

Again Mr. Langhton tried to explain his wants. 

" Not Mr. Cowper, sir ! Not the great poet ! Bless me, 
sir ! People of the name of Brown ? Yes, sir. I 'H ask 
directly. Would you not like to look at Mr. Cowper's house, 
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meanwhile, sir ? G^ j<m a boy in a numite. All the bojB 
know the way. Want to know about the Browns, and to see 
the old people ? Yes, sir. Directly, sir. Plenty of old 
women, sir; know two close by, sir, who have lived here all 
their lives. Mr. Cowpcr, poor gentleman, was very good to 
one of them, and so were Mr. Hayley, and Mr. Johnson. 
Fetch them, sir ? Yes, sir. They shall be here as soon as 
you have eaten your dinner, or. Broiled fowl and mush- 
rooms, sir ? Yos, sir. In a jiffy, sir." 

Meanwhile, 3Ir. Langhton haying ascertained that the 
clerk could only tell him what the register told, and that 
the cramped, uneven signature of the bridegroom therein 
bore no sort of resemblance to the bold characters of the 
John Brown in the note of hand, did actually, in spite of his 
disclaimer to the waiter, solace himself by a visit to the house 
which the poet lovod so well, and which drew from him per- 
haps the most pathetic letter on record — that in which he 
recognizes his own malady by the touching words, " I will 
forget that a letter from me can only be n^arded as a curi- 
osity." 

Musing over the sad mystery of that strange affliction, the 
alternations of darkness and light, the enchanting playfulness 
of the letters, and Hayley's affecting narrative of tiie long, 
miserable years that preceded his death,^a story full of wilder 
contrasts and deeper poetry than any which the poor poet 
ever wrote, — our friend forgot how time went, and found tho 
little waiter much propitiated by the length of his absence, 
and a glimpse of the volume which he cairied in his hand. 

" Dinner ready ? Yes, sir. Got quite cold. Warm it in 
a trice, sir. Thought you 'd never come here without visit- 
ing the poet's house, sir. A good deal changed, but some- 
thing left still, mr. Thought you 'd visit the old walks and 
the Hall, sir. Talk of taking it down, sir. Glad you came 
first. Got the old women ? Yes, sir. See them now, sir ? 
Before dinner ? Yes, sir." 



And lie prodnoed two crones, who in point of age mig^t 
hare officiated as witneBses, or, if needful, as bridesmaids, at 
J<^ Brown's wedding, seventy years before. Their exam- 
ination nearly drove our friend Stephen crazy. One was par- 
alytic, the other deaf. 

The palsied hag was possessed with one single idea (her 
Brunonian theory) of a Jesse Brown, whom she had known 
in her youth, and who lay buried in the church-yard, having 
died when a promising youth, " fourteen year old and a bit- 
tock." Apparently he was alone in his generation ; for, to 
every question respecting his probable kith or kin, — fiither, 
mother, brother, sister, uncle, aunt or cousin, every possible 
owner of the desired Christian names, — she returned no better 
answer than a stolid " No." Whilst her brisker partner was 
60 deaf that she would hardly have heard a pistol fired at her 
car, could not read, and all the Khouting of the enraged lawyer 
and his ally the waiter, who brought all his powers of speooh 
to bear on the object, failed to drive into her head the sound 
of Brown, or of any other monosyllable, proximate or remote. 
The old woman looked and was thoroughly mystified. At 
last a bright illumination flashed upon her. The one name 
of the place sprang from her lips : 

" Ay, sir, of course, Mister Cowper ! Nobody can tell 
you more of him, poor gentleman ! I chared for Madame 
Unwin " 

What might be the exclamation that escaped from her 
hearer she heard not, nor need we inquire. Never was 
Stephen Langhton known to swear, before or since. And if 
m that moment the words were naughty, the provocation was 
great. One thing is certain : that, flinging his tonueutors 
half-a-crown apiece, he drove back to London, determined, 
for the health of his soul and body, to eschew personal en- 
coonters with chattering waiters and stupid old women ; and 
to refer the inquiry to the geniuses of the chancery court or 
the Herald's office, who can track a genealogy for half a con- 
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tary, throngli do clearer indioatioiis than a torn letter or a 
defaced tombstone. The race of detectives had not yet found 
a name, but the speciality has never been wanting. And our 
friend, both as a man of the world and a great London law- 
yer, had a faith that nothing could remain secret in the face 
of a large reward. " This is a question of supply and de- 
mand," thought he ; " money wants Betsy Brown, and money 
must find her.'' 



CHAPTER VII. 

KATT'B LBQACT — THl NXW8 OF ATHEBTON. 

OuB Story retanis to the Chreat Fann at the moment of the 
discovery. 

The news of Katy's legacy spread like wildfire through ^e 
village of Atherton. In ^ite of her mother*s quarrel with 
Mrs. Glcnham, the good grandmother had a deep respect for 
her pastor, as well for his character as his office, as, indeed, 
no sounder scholar or better man ever edited a play of Eurip- 
ides. She faWj intended to call upon him the next morning, 
and carry herself the grand intelligence; but, long before Mr. 
Langhton had left her little parlor, the story was patent in 
every comer of the place, the Rectory included. 

Indeed, when we remember that Rachel and her under- 
maidens — the rosy-cheeked Sally, and Dinah, the plump 
dairy-girl — were present at its announcement, the wonder 
would have been if it had remained a secret. 

Rachel, half beside herself with delight, could not help 
giving vent to her ecstasy to her old fellow-servant Joseph 
Stokes, as he sat gravely discussing his bargain with the deal- 
er ; and thereupon, between joy and gin-toddy, Joseph was 
beguiled into the very worst exchange of sheep for homed 
cattle that he ever made in his life. 

Sally, the belle of the village, communicated the intelli- 
gence to two village beaux who paid homage to her rosy 
cheeks, — a young carpenter and a younger blacksmith, jointly 
oigaged in repairing a plough. 
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Dinah naturally told her tidings to the herdsman who drove 
the cows to the milking, and the lad who helped her to milk. 

Joseph told bamsmen, ploughmen, shepherds and boys; 
and his little grandson Jacob, who had picked up the news 
from the Tery first, without any telling at all, to use his own 
phrase, " promiscuous like," — little Jacob told everybody. 

K verification were needed, it was supplied by Mrs. Bell 
herself, who sallied forth from the parlor bearing a bottle in 
either hand, followed by her daughter with sugar and lemons, 
bent on compounding a noble bowl of punch, — such a bowl 
as had not been seen at the Great Farm since Katy's chris- 
tening. 

At the " Eight Bells," at the " Delancy Arms," at the shop, 
at the forgo, nothing was talked of, that night, but £[aty's leg- 
acy. And, considering the general aversion which b said to 
prevail in our poor human nature towards the good fortune 
that alights on other people's heads and misses our own, it is 
creditable to our villagers to be able to record that they bore 
the glad tidings with fortitude and resignation. 

Mrs. Warner's constant charity, charity of thought and 
speech, as well as of action, contributed, doubtless, to this 
result. It is difficult to speak evil of one who never says an 
unkind word of others. But that which most conciliated 
good-will was the universal impression of the young heiress' 
open hand. 

'< Well, little Miss is not so bad." 

" I know no harm of she^ 

" I don't think she takes after her mother." 

(Dear Mrs. Bell played in thb interlude the part of Alci- 
biades' dog's tail.) 

" She '11 not steal the bread from a poor creature's moutL" 

" She 's good to body and beast" 

Such were the general exclamations. And Katy vindicated 
the justice of public opinion in Atherton that very night ; for, 
after stuffing Flora with as much cream and buttered toast as 
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tiiat oyer-fed &yorite, who had nerer in her lifb known the 
pletaant sensation of a little gentle hanger, could be prevailed 
npon to swallow, she rescaed her own partioolar attendant, 
Jacob Stokes, from the dangers of the punch-bowl, and se- 
duoed him into the stable, where they jointly committed petty 
larceny, by opening certain bins of oats and beans well known 
to both, and bestowing a large benevolence of these luxuries, 
first (m her own pony, next on Jacob's donkey (formerly 
Katy's, but presented to Jacob when she and her side-saddle 
▼ere promoted to her present steed), then indiscriminately 
to all the horses within reach of the accomplices. After 
nhiAi they finished their evening's expedition by running down 
the lane to Dame Barnes' cottage with such a basket of pro- 
viaons that the good woman declared that she and her three 
litUe grandchildren should not get through it in a week. 

** To think," added she, " that Miss should have promised 
me a new gown ! that, in the midst of all this grandeur, she 
should recollect a poor old creature that can only pray Ood to 
bless her ! " 

Perhaps Katy's happiest moment, in that first night of al- 
most boundless affluence, was this brief visit to Dame Barnes' 
hut. 

The news reached the Bectory afler the zig-zag fiishion 
peculiar to country places, and with the exaggerations and 
variations common to all places, whether city or village. 

The gardener, to adopt his own version, " happened to call 
at the * Eight Bells ' " (he happened to call at one ale-house 
or another on most evenings), ** and there he heard it was 
quite true, however strange it sounded, that Miss Raty had 
become a queen. He did not know of what foreign parts, but 
a queen she was, and with more money than the Queen of 
Shcba." 

N. B. It is just possible that the pet^name bestowed upon 
her long ago by Mr. Langhton had something to say to that 
aooession of dignity. 



68 

Mrs. Glenham laughed in boorl 

Then the housemaid went for a ball of ootton to the shop, 
and brought word back that Lord Delano's titles and estates 
had fallen to Mrs. Warner. Strange it is to traoe those ra- 
mors that float in the air like thistle-down, — pregnant warn- 
ings of the calamities of great houses ! 

Mrs. Glenham remained incredulous. 

Next the carpenter brought at onoe a new boot-jaok and 
the real story, as he had received it from Sail j, an ear-witness. 

The rector's lady, faithftil to her doubts, began yet to sus- 
pect that some grains of truth might be mixed up with a mass 
of falsehood. 

At last, the rector's church-warden, an intelligent man, 
and a natiye of Atherton, coming in to leave some papers, 
confirmed and explained the intelligence. He himself knew 
Mr. Strange, and was aware of the relationship ; he had oven 
heard, moreover, of his wealth. Besides, the quarter from 
whence the intelligence came removed all possibility of error. 
Mr. Langhton was the most accurate of men ; one who had 
never uttered an untruth or made a mistake in his whole ex- 
istence. 

Mrs. Glenham was astounded. This was the little ^1 
whoso influence over her eldest son, the pride of her heart, 
she had so much dreaded. Ever since she had discovered 
certain stanzas to Laura, enclosed to her address, and had ob- 
served that his walks and rides, whichever way they seemed 
to tend on leaving home, invariably ended at the Great Farm, 
she had exerted all her address to keep the young people 
asunder. Her only comfort had been that the Laura of his 
rhymes seemed quite unconscious of the ardent poet's devo- 
tion, and, in all their walks and parties, preferred the wild 
gayety of Charles. She had expended all her skill and contriv- 
ance in parting those whom she would now give ten years of 
her life to bring together. It was just one of the reproofs so 
often administered by events to our wisest plans ; and Mrs. 
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Glenham, a clever woma^; somewhat tinged by worldlincsB, 
bat by no means the worthless fine lady that Mre. Bell 
thought her, felt its ftdl force. In this mood she rc|>aircd to 
her husband's study. 

There sat he, kindest and simplest of men, surrounded by his 
books, in the midst of various editions and Oemian commenta- 
tors, intent upon a mudi-dii^uted passage in a chorus of the 
Troades, and very unwilling to be disturbed, even if the house 
were on fire. 

** Upon my word, Dr. Glenham," said his provoked lady, 
when she had twice poured her tale into un listening ears ; 
'* it is a great pity that you ever left Canibridgo ! You are 
fit for nothing but to be a fellow of a college and a Greek 
professor." 

" It is a pity," was the reply, delivered with provoking biu^ 
plicity. " A college fellowship is free from disturbance and 
care ; and to have succeeded Porson would have been a noble 
destiny ; — I beg your pardon, ray dear ; I believe you have 
been talking to me," continued he, with returning recollection ; 
and when he at last caught the sense of her narrative, she had 
no cause to complain of any want of interest in the subject. 

They talked it over in aJl its bearings, and the affectionate 
manner in which the good rector spoke of the parishioners, 
upon whom so trying a change of fortune had fallen so biid- 
denly, emboldened Mrs. Glcnham to say : 

" Ay, now it would have been better for all parties, if we 
had encouraged Harry's admiration of our young friend. Her 
fortune — " 

'* Harry is to be a fellow of a college, Mrs. Glenham," in- 
terrupted the doctor, now thoroughly awakened to the real- 
ities of life, and asserting, with a manliness which became 
him well, the resolve of a most upright and honorable nature. 
" He has got King's, and must follow his career at Cambridge, 
— a career for which he is well fitted. In due time, he may, 
if he see fit, take a living and settle. ' But as to the nonsense 
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of ivliioh joa speak, the love and the loye-flODgs, why, they 
have no more vitality than the eiokly antomn rose which you 
are twirling in your hand, or the dead leaves which are &lling 
from the great oak upon the window-all. If I were not sore 
of this, I would ^ve instant notioe to Mrs. Warner ; as it is, 
I shall speak to Harry. I would rather see him the husband 
of the poorest girl in the village than that he shoxdd take 
advantage of my position as clergyman of the parish, and an 
old family friend, to pay his court to the rich heiress. It is 
our place to protect this young girl in a situation of tempta- 
tion and danger, not to betray her into an unsuitable ^attach- 
ment. And now, my dear, go to your daughters, and leave 
me to the tragedy which earned for Euripides the title of the 
most pathetic of poets." 

In all her life Mrs. Glenham had never seen her husband 
so determined. The only comfort was, that, being a woman 
who had walked through the world with her eyes open, she 
had observed that in these cases a little opposition is no bad 
fosterer of love, and trusted that her son Harry mi^t prove 
no exception to the perversity of his kind. 

Meanwhile the year rolled on towards its conclusion. Lord 
Delancy and his son spent a fortni^t at the Hall before 
separating, the one for his regiment, the other for London. 
The father's heart was listened, and the daily improvement 
in his health and spirits cheered and comforted the young 
soldier. 

Before three days had passed, her noble landlord had not 
failed to visit Mrs. Warner, and to become, as far as her shy- 
ness and the recollection of the ohcrry-trco would permit, 
familiar with the young heiress. His air and figure, and 
stately bearing, made a good deal against the intimacy which 
he wifihed to establish, especiaUy whilst they remained in the 
little parlor, where both he and the major looked, as Katy 
afterwards observed, too tall for the room. His lordship 
returned the compliment, by declaring that poor Mrs. Bell 
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WIS too bzoad finr that small apartment, and looked in her 
new mooming not unlike a black-bird in a goldfinch's cage. 

Out of doors matters mended ; and, in ^ite of the season, 
Lord Delancy took care to Inre Katj out of doors, to visit her 
bantams, to look at her pony, and to show her a young groj- 
honnd which he had brought from the Hall, a beautiful creat- 
ure, of that peculiar hue, which coursers, as he remarked, are 
sore to miscall, sometimes yellow, sometimes red. 

** She has no name yet What shall she be called, Miss 
Warner?" 

Elaty did not i^peak ; indeed, she had hardly ventured to 
say more than yes or no. But die gathered a flower from a 
lingering plant of African marigold, which yet retained its 
richly-tinctured blossoms in a southern nook, and laid the 
clustering petals on the glossy head, which, with unfailing 
instinct, had already sought her caressing hand. Never were 
colors more perfectly matched. 

The &ther was enchanted, and even Arthur smiled at the 
unspoken reply. 

" Marigold, by all means. A capital name ! And sec. Miss 
Warner, you have chosen her name, and she has chosen her 
mistress. You must not reject her. The moment I can got 
away from London, wo will have a day's coursing in the park. 
See, Mrs. Bell, how she lies down at her fair mistress' feet, 
as if to take possession ! " 

** My father does not mean Marigold to supplant my friend 
Flora," added Arthur, for Flora, with similar instinct, had 
made her court to him ; ** that in my mind would be a sin. 
The old fiivorite is sacred as the old friend. But where the 
heart is large, as I am sure yours is, we can find room for 
new friends and new favorites. Mrs. Warner says that Flora 
is too fat to keep pace with your walks and rides ; so Mari- 
gold must be the out-door pet, whilst Flora retains her placo 
on the hearth." 

5 
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And Mrs. Bell with many words, and Eaty with smiles 
and blushes, accepted the gift. 

An excellent excuse was this playful and graceful creature 
for frequent visits from the Hall ; during which familiar inter- 
course Lord Delanoy grew as fond of Katy as if she had been 
already his daughter, whilst an unexpected intimacy sprung 
up between Arthur — by no means so formidable a personage 
as he looked — and Mrs. Bell. He could hardly prefer her 
society to her daughter's, except-, indeed, as a person whom he 
could by no chance be called upon to marry ; but so it was, 
that, while his father courted Katy for him, he paid suit and 
serrice to the comely widow, with whom he laughed and 
chatted for hours together. She repaid this devotion with 
interest 

" There is nobody like the major," quoth she ; " nobody in 
all the world. To think of my having been such a fool as to 
be afraid of him ! He has just sent this beautiful collar for 
Marigold; only look! it's exactly like a silver bit. And 
hearken to the little bells ; she won't know where the sound 
comes from. And her name and Eaty's on the padlock ; a 
real dog's necklace. Katy, you don't look half grateful 
enough ; not near so grateful as I was to you for that noble 
team of horses and their bells. And I know what the major 
is going to do, besides." 

" Well," said Katy, more curious than she chose to ap- 
pear, " what ? " 

" Only, if I tell you, you will say that I cannot keep a 
secret." 

" Dear mamma, if it be really a secret, don't tell." 

" Nobody told me. Suppose — " 

" Well, but, if it be a secret — " 

" I found it out, I tell you. Suppose he has got a new 
horse for you, and is going to train it himself. What do you 
say to that?" 

Katy listened and blushed, like a woman. Then, like a 
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child as she wm, bunt into sudden langhier, clapped her 
hands, and danced aboot the room, whilst her mother nodded 
in triumph, and Mrs. Warner, evidently Mr. Langhton's 
aoeomplioe, looked on with pleased approbation. 

So matters stood at Atherton, when its noble master left 
the Hall. 



^^ 



CHAPTER VIII. 

THE GOYEBinESS. 

Akother fortnight brought a more permanent Tisitor to 
the Farm. At the close of a short December day, Miss Clive 
arrived with Mr. Langhton. 

All girls receive with some trepidation that alarming fonc- 
tionary, a governess ; and it is probable that die who causes 
the fear often feels herself a deeper emotion than she 
inspires. 

Under the peculiar circamstanoes, all the ladies of the 
Farm were a little anions ; or, to nse Mrs. Bell's phrase, 
more graphic than elegant, " in a finny." 

Mrs. Warner's head shook more than nsaal as she received 
the stranger ; Mrs. Bell poured forth qaestions and hospitali- 
ties without stint or measure; and Katy*s cheeks, always 
bright, glowed like damask roses. Except a little paleness, 
the governess gave no outward sign of disturbance. She 
had suffered too much not to be perfect in the great lesson of 
self-command. 

" How do you like her ? " asked Mr. Langhton of Mrs. 
Warner, when the younger ladies had taken her to show her 
her own apartment, and to adjust her dress. " What do you 
think of her ? " 

" I think she looks good." 

" And pretty ? " 

The old lady hesitated. 

" Ah ! I see that you do not. Neither did I at first, deli- 
cate, and graoefbl, and elegant, as she is. To be sure, by the 
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flide of that bri^t IMe qneeo of oon eYefythiiig is dim. 
Bat joa will think her pretty, by and by." 

M She must be much better than pretty to have won your 
heart bo entirely,'* sakL Mrs. Warner. 
' ** She will soon win yours ; of that I am certain. By the 
way, when she came in, she was a little shaken. She did not 
know, till I showed her the Hall, that Lord Delancy had a 
place here ; and it seems that she knew him, or some of his 
fiunily, — I think his sister-in-law. Lady Cardonncl, — in hap- 
pier days. She was half inclined to go back again. The 
only weakness that I haye detected in her is a shrinking 
from the recognition of old acquaintances. You know she 
WIS an officer's dan^bter, and lost her father and her only 
brother within six months of each other. I told her the fam- 
ily was absent ; and yon must contrive before their return to 
make her feel that she belongs to you." 

" We shall try," said Mrs. Warner. " And she must take 
US, young and old, under her wing ; for I suspect that the 
mamma and grandmamma are more taken aback by this great 
change than the heiress herself. But this young lady, who 
seems so simple and gentle, with ail her elegance, will put us 
in the way." 

Before the end of the evening, Mr. Langhton had the satis- 
fiu^on to find Eaty's shyness disappear, and to see her seated 
on her old footstool, at the feet of her new firiend. 

" Do not call me Miss Warner, pray," said she. " I do 
not know myself by that name. Call me Katy." 

" Must I call you Katy ?" was the reply. " And suppose 
I were to make a condition, and ask you to call me Honor ? " 

" Honor ! " exclaimed Mrs. Bell. 

**Honora is the real name — not unconmdon in Lreland, 
where my mother was bom. But Honor has been my pet- 
name, — my home name ; and it is to the home name that 
the heart answers." 

"We used to christen children after the virtues," said the 
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old lady ; " and it was a good practice to remind them of 
their duties." 

" Ay" said Mr. Langhton, " sadi names abound in those 
fertile records of manners, the old oomic writers, not always 
to edification. That very name of Honor, for instance, has 
been immortalised in Melding's great novel. Bat the Puri- 
tans chiefly affected those appellations ; and from them the 
custom has prevailed amongst their American descendants. 
Faith, Hope and Charity, are common in New England, to say 
nothing of Prudence and Patience." 

" We have a Patience in Atherton," observed Mrs. Bell ; 
" the greatest scold in the parish — Patience Pratt. People 
call her Patty Pratt, and pretend ijM her name is Martha ; 
but Patience she was christened, IhiB^ the name has done 
her little good enough, as her husband knows to his cost 
If a woman is bom to be a vixen, it does not signify what you 
call her." 

" I shall hold by Honor, though," sud Eaty. " Honor is a 
noble name, mamma. I love it deari|y." 

And the poor governess felt that her pupil was already her 
friend. 

The stone hall opened into the front passage, and another 
door, exactly opposite, led into an apartment of equal dimen- 
sions; which, cold, dreary, and formal-looking in its stiff 
and scanty plenishing, its faded carpet, covering only half the 
floor, its dark mahogany furniture, its small Pembroke 
tables, its chairs and settees covered witii white dimity, had 
yet in height, and size, and aspect, all that was required to 
convert the dismal best parlor into the pleasant, cheerfiil 
family room. 

Honor discovered this capability before breakfast on tho 
morning after her arrival ; and discovered also another pas- 
sage, at right angles with the first, which led by an old-fash- 
ioned glass door into the pretty court, half turf, half flower- 
bed, which swept round two sides of the house ; parted from 
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the kitohen-garden by a yew hedge, oyer which appeared 
TOWS of espaliers and groves of orchard-trees, a very forest of 
pear, apple, dierry, plain, medlar and walnut 

In the eentre of tho gnun-plot before the glass door, sor- 
roonded by a narrow border of mould, was an old son-dial, 
beneath whidi still lingered some of Katy's beloved flowers. 
There knelt Katy herself, trying to compose a little bonch of 
soeh as yet remained, small spikes of mignonette and winter 
violets, and singing, in a fresh, ronnd voice, a voice youthfol 
and blo(»ning as her cheeks, words new to Honor, bat whidi 
woald have enraptared the heart of Mrs. Glcnham. It was 
an old Irish air, to w ^di, with more feeling for the musio 
than the metre, these W^^w lines had been adapted : 

" Good-morrow f gdBMiorrow ! aoft, rosy and bright. 
Glow the clondfl in tho east, laughing heralds of light ; 
Whilst still, as the glorious colors decaj. 
Full gashes of mwio seem tracking their waj. 

Hark ! h«fk ! 
Is it the sheep- btHy nong the ling 1 
Or the early milflHd carolling 1 

Hark ! hark ! 

Or is it the lark. 
As he bids the sun good-morrow 1 '* 

On hearing Honor's step, the singer paused suddenly, and 
flew to present her little nosoga j. Tlicj entered the house 
together ; and when, after breakfast, Mr. Langhton requested 
commissions for London, and Honor bad, by a delicate ques- 
tion, suggested to Mrs. Warner the new furnishing the pleas- 
ant best parlor, to which Mr. Langhton added a proposal to 
convert the stone hall into a dining-room, she said, to his 
surprise and pleasure, 

"Be sure, amongst the new purchases, not to forget a 
piano." 

" Ah ! you have relented in your own favor. I thought 
so." 
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<* I have relented for the general good. If you had been 
by the old sun-dial, this morning — " 

« Why, Eaty ? Stop, my queen ! " for the little damsel 
showed symptoms of running away. "Are you the song- 
stress ? Nay, I must hear you." 

" I will accompany you," said Honor, moving to fetch her 
guitar. And laughing, stopping and b^inning afresh, they 
got through the stanza. 

^ Is not there another verse ? " inquired Mr. Langhton, 
after due praise of the singer. " Where did you pick up the 
song?" 

** Harry Glenham tau^t me," replied E^ty, with the most 
open simplicity. " He wrote ^^^^§1^^°^ ^^^ ^yi when we 
were talking of the lark flying i^JH every morning, as if to 
bid the sun good-morrow. He ^Me that verse to some old 
air, and taught me to sing it ; and he talked of finishing the 
song, some day or other. He often does b^n things, and 
talks of finishing them. Harry is i^H^ His brother says that 
all poets are so, — that it belong^^their trade. He 's veiy 
good-natured, though," continued l^^y, " and I like Imn." 

If Mrs. Glenham had heard the tone in which these words 
were spoken, she would have despaired. It quite reassured 
the careful guardian, who had begun to think that singing 
Harry Glenham's songs might put Arthur Delancy's interests 
in jeopardy. 

This discovery of Katy's musical talent was no small com- 
fort to her governess, who, new to teaching, had justly dreaded 
the invidious task of instructing one equally new to the pro- 
cess of being taught. Now the lesson assumed the pleasant 
form of amusement. 

Herself an accomplished and enthusiastio musician, she had 
brought with her a goodly collection of vocal music, both 
printed and manuscript ; and, in talking over the books, and 
playing on ihe guitar such airs as her young pupil wished to 
hear, the hours glided by, easily to both parties, happily to 



T9 

one ; to tbe other fhey were too fiill of anociatioii to be with- 
oat pain. 

Many Ungotges fi>und a place in this miscellaneous colleo- 
tion ; French, Italian, (jerman, Spanit^h, even Latin was there 
in the shape of portions of the grand masses of the Church 
of Borne ; and, to Honor's great amazement, and a little to 
her amusement, Katy, whose ignorance of all modem tongues 
was so complete that she had not distinguished one language 
from the other, seized on a fine piece of church music, and 
began picking ont the words with a certain apprehension of 
the meaning, and a sonorous English pronunciation, which 
would have horrified the Italian composer. 

» You know Latin, Kftty I" 

*< Only a very little," suS Katy, producing a well-thumbed 
Eton grammar. " Harry wanted to teach me, but I soon got 
tired, and mamma said it was boyish, and grandmamma looked 
ready to laugh, — so I left off. The last time the boys were at 
home, they read to me, which I like a great deal better than 
learning lessons ; and what I like I recollect. When I don't 
care for a thing, I forget it." 

Here was another lesson in education. Scott and Shaks- 
peare were pleasant text-books, and much history and geogra- 
phy were conveyed to the mind in company with such thoughts 
and such creations as awakened every faculty in that fresh 
and healthful nature. Poetry, above all, she delighted in ; 
and poetry, real poetry, besides the facts it leads to, is the 
finest form of truth. So, reading with her pupil, flinging with 
her, walking with her, talking with her, loving her, passed 
Honora's days. 

The graver and the sadder business of life held on its way. 
Christmas brou^t to Lord Dclancy the threatened notice of 
foreclosure, unless the mortgages were redeemed within six 
months. Separate notices were also sent to the several ten- 
ants on his various estates, to pay no more rent after that 
period to bim or to his agents. 
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The oommotion oocasioned by a prooeediiig so uneipeoted 
eqnallod that caused by Mr. Strange's will. It took a fonn 
of regret and affection honorable to aU parties. The noble- 
man, 80 proud and even haughty witii his equals, had been, as 
proud men often are, most affisible and most acoessible to his in- 
feriors. Living much in the country and amongst his own people, 
he knew every farmer and every villager on his extendve prop- 
erty. If he loved his old trees, still better did he love the old 
fiiGMas. An ezcell^t landlord, the fiurmers were sure of indul- 
gence when it was needed, and of justice, rarest of virtues, al- 
ways. The tradesman had custom ; the laborer, employment ; 
the sick, attendance ; the children, instruction ; the old, reliefl 
When they met, after mormng service, in the church-yard, there 
was a real and a hearty reciprocatioii of interest in the respectful 
bows and curtsies which greeted their good lord on every side, 
and in the pleasant smiles and kindly words by which those 
rustic greetings were returned. To lose such a friend would 
be grief enough ; but to lose him for Sir Vivian, the ungrate- 
ful kinsman, the treacherous usurper, whom the old tenants 
remembered and of whom all had heard, would be intolerable. 
The storm of indignation was universal. Nobody could be- 
lieve tiiiat English law could tolerate such injustice, lliey 
thou^t the whole story a fabrication. 

Gradually this incredulity assumed a more positive form. 
The absence of debt, the regularity of payment, the disbelief 
of the household, and the quiet manner witii which, in accord- 
ance with Mr. Langhton's advice, the establishment at the 
Hall had been kept up, without increase or diminution, looked 
very unlike the proceedings of a mined man. And the shrewd 
ones amongst them, — Mrs. Glenham, for instance, — who 
watched the words of the family at the Farm, Eaty's anger, 
her mother's fury, Mrs. Warner's quiet smile, and Stephen 
Langhton's scom^ shrug, might give a tolerable guess as to 
the manner in which the catastrophe would be averted. So 
Lord Delancy, on his return to Atberton, found little to re- 
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nund bim of hifl pracftriooB tenore, eioept m increiae of !«▼• 
erenoe mud devotioii firom all aiannd him ; perfaapsy to a man 
of hb ■euaiiive tempermmenti tiie aerenat trial that lie ooold 
cnooiuiter* 

By Katy be waa greeted with deiid^t, although to her ez- 
ceediDg dSaappomtment, — for, like other spoilt children, she 
expected all her pets to pet one another, — he got no fur- 
ther with Miss Gliye than a ceremoiiioQS politeness, which she, 
shrinking from him as from other strangers, repaid with graye 
ntpeoL Another subject of lamentation with poor Katy was 
that great Englidi grieranoe, the weather. A seasonable 
frost had set in, and she, longing to see Marigold ran, was 
wishing ibr an open day as heartily as if she had been the 
whde Qnom Huit. To comfort her, Lord Delancy resolved 
to tun the frost itself into an amusement, and to have a skat- 
iog-party upon Atherton mere. Lady Cardonnel and Major 
Delancy were escpected on the morrow ; and on the following 
day Mns. Warner, together with the other ladies, promised to 
ittend A close carriage was to convey her and Mrs. Bell. 
The young ladies were to walk. 



OHAPTEB IX. 

THB ICB. 

Thxbi are wintiy days in EngUkiid whidi have an indo- 
aoribable beauty, and this was one. The pervading charm 
was the work of that great magician, hoar-frost. The morn- 
ing had been misty, bat towards noon the sun appeared, soft- 
ened by a li^t base, which gave a pearly tint to the dondless 
blue sky, and accorded well with the perfect tranquillity of 
the landscape. Not a breath of air stirred, and, in the per^ 
feet absence of wind, the d^ree of cold indicated by the 
thermometer was hardly felt 

There was, however, no tendency to thaw. Rime was 
everywhere. The finest patch of moss on the irregular park- 
paling, the lichens that roughened the trunks of the great 
trees that overhung the road, had each its net-work of deli- 
cate tracery. The tawny leaves of the cut-leaved oak, whidi 
still hung quivering on the lower branches, were edged with 
its glittering fringe. The old rugged fir, the leafy beech, the 
tasselled birch, the bristly holly, the purple bramble, the cri^ 
brown fern, the green grass of the park, all showed their own 
varied colors and varied forms through the same crystalline 
medium, contrasting with the rich hues of the hoUy-berries, 
the dark ivy-berry, dear to the wood-pigeon, and the crimson 
haws which the small birds love so well. In the stillness of 
that woodland scene, the rustle of a robin's wing, the dropping 
of a leaf from the bushes, was distinctly audible. 

Thanks to the companionship of Jacob Stokes, Eaty knew 
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ereiy bixd that Tisited tlie hill, or dwelt in the Talley; the 
note, the habits, the nest, the eggs. It ib eyen likely that, 
had some widced enehanter imposed upoa her the task of the 
poor prineesB in the fiuij tale, who was commaiided to select 
each bird's proper feathers from a heap that filled a room, 
she would haye found the labor possible, — a mere question 
of time, — so eztensiye was her knowledge of those winged 
tribes, and so accurate her obseryation. 

She pointed out to Honor that most beautiful of Brit- 
ish birds, a gorgeous kingfisher, as he stooped to drink at 
a little riyulet, — a tiny spring issuing firom beneath the 
roots of a great beech, which went trickling along, almost hid- 
den by coat oyer coat of tiiin translucent ice, until it was lost 
in the winding stream, which, after trayersiog great part of 
the park, was merged in its turn in the wide waters of the 
lake, now entirely firosen. 

Katy*s pockets were, as usual, filled with bread and bis- 
cuits, which she crumbled for her feathered clients; who, 
tamed by the seyerity of the season, were alternately attracted 
and repelled by their desire of sharing in her bounty, and 
their dread of Marigold, who, adorned in her new collar, and 
proud of it as a child of a necklace, gambolled round her 
young mistress, playful and graceM as a fawn. 

The frozen lake was a pretty sight, with its wooded islands, 
its mimic bays and promontories, the grand old forest trees 
between which it swept away into the distance, and the 
masses of eyergreens, laurel, arbutus, cedar, cypress, or the 
li^t weeping birch or weeping willow of the foreground. 

A beautiM sight always was Athcrton mere, and, on occa- 
non of this wintry festival, it put forth signs of habitation 
such as had not been seen there for many a long day. 

On one of the points of land that jutted into the lake, hanging 
over ihe water, the lower part a boat-house, and above a rus- 
tic pavilion, stood an old gray fishing-house, half covered with 
iyy and creeping shrubs, badced by dark firs, and flanked on 
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the farther side by two poplars of colossal growth and me, 
columns of vegetable beauty. 

The smoke rose curling from the fishing-house, prepared 
for good Mrs. Warner, in case of her feeling the cold too 
severe. She had, however, preferred a seat outside a tent in 
one of the sheltered bays; and, as they approached, the 
young ladies saw at once that the travellers had arrived. 

A large party of gentlemen were on the lower part of the 
lake, where a group of skaters and a number of country- 
people had assembled. Lord Delancy, with his usual courtesy, 
having issued a general invitation to such of the neighbors as 
chose to join the sports upon the ice; the pavilion and 
marquee being filled with seats and refreshments for the 
gentry, and two or three tents in the background amply 
provided with ale and solid Christmas cheer for the vil- 
lagers. 

Katy, always shy, held back a little as they came near* the 
lake. She dreaded a stranger. Honor insensibly drew her 
forward. Poor Honor ! her veil was down ; but the &ce was 
calmer than the heart. Mrs. Bell and an elegant woman of 
middle age advanced to meet them ; and, without suffering her 
mother to speak. Lady Cardonnel took E^ty's hand. 

" People talk of children growing out of knowledge,^ said 
she ; << I have not seen those dimpled cheeks these six years, 
but I should have recognized them anywhere." 

And, bending graciously to the governess, she led the little 
heiress to a seat next her grandmother. Mrs. Warner, 
always considerate of the feelings of others, and therefore 
always well-bred, said, 

" Will your ladyship permit me to present to you a very 
dear young firiend of ours, whom I believe you to have seen 
abroad ? Miss Clive, Lady Cardonnel." 

" Miss Clive ! Honora ! Honor Clive ! It is incredible, 
it is impossible ! I heard of you, I saw you with the Lyn- 
meres." 
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" And jcm find me in a far happier home/* gaid Honor. 
«« Bj and bj I will tell you the story. At present your lady- 
ihip must play the hofiteas." And she joined Mrs. Qlenham, 
who introduoed her to the wife of a nei^boring clergyman, 
and talked as people do talk of the weather, and the hoar-frost, 
and the park, and the lake, — eyerything except that of which 
she was thinking. 

At last Lady Oardonnel had disposed of her guests. Some 
walked into the payilion ; some, more daring, ventured on the 
ice. Mrs. Warner, wrapped in fur cloaks, remained in her 
old seat, talking over schools of industry widi the good rector, 
whose secret thoughts, ever and anon, wandered away to the 
Troades, and the matchless wailing of those Trojan women. 
Eaty, escorted by Lord Delancy, and accompanied by her 
mother, tripped gayly on to join the skaters, occasionally 
tempted firom her path by the less aristocratic amusement 
offered by a troop of sliders led by Jacob Stokes, the very 
largest slide she had ever seen. Her mother held her tight, 
lest the temptation might prove too strong for human weak- 
ness. And such, perhaps, it might have been, but for a 
counter-temptation held out by Lord Dclancy, who not only 
promised her a lesson in skating, but had actually provided 
himself with a pair of such skates as are used by the country 
girls in Holland. 

Lady Cardonnel had led her companion into a retired 
walk. 

" Now, then. Honor, why are you here ? After that double 
loss, which all lamented, I heard of you with your aunt. I 
heard of you as on the point of marriage to Sir Philip 
Hervey." 

" And you believed that report ? " 

" No. And I can understand why, refusing such a match 
as Sir Philip, a residence with the Lynmeres might become 
painful. But why not go to your uncle Rossborough ? Why 
not come to me ? " 
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" Dear Lady Cardonnel ! " 

" Why go out as a governess ? Why come here ? " 

" Ah ! that I fear was au error. To go as a governess was, 
I still believe, right and wise. The loss of that dear father, 
that dear brother, who were everything to me, has left me 
destitute of means, as well as withered in affection. TVliy 
should one absolutely penniless shrink from earning her bread 
by honest labor ? And nowhere could I be more useful or more 
content than with these kind people. Hero, however, I should 
not have come, had I been aware of the chance of meeting 
any old acquaintance, — even you, dear Lady Cardonnel. It 
seems strange to say, but I had never heard of Lord Delancy 
in connection with Atherton, nor of Atherton in connection with 
Lord Delancy, until I arrived at the gate of my new dwell- 
ing. If spoken of at all, it must have been as * The Hall,' 
in contradistinction to * The Castle.' The name of Delancy 
first met my ear as I was at the very door of my future resi- 
dence. Then I endeavored to prevail on Mr. Langhton to 
take me back again. I did not tell him all. And since then 
I have tried to persuade Mrs. Warner to let me return to 
town, confessing frankly that I had received much kindness 
from you, and that my heart was not yet strong enough to 
meet one who had known me before I was an orphan." 

" And they refused to part with you ? " 

" They would not hear of it. And, after all, why should I 
go? What harm can result from my staying? Nobody 
knows better than you that, before Major Delancy 's attentions 
to me had produced the natural effect of such attentions from 
such a man, I had become aware of my own position, and of 
his. Ah, dearest friend ! how can I ever thank you enough 
for the frankness which saved me from causing the misery of 
such a son, and such a father ! Causing and sharing ! I 
knew that the small portion which I inherited from my moth- 
er was no longer mine, since it was urgently needed by my 
poor brother and my dear father. I know that Major De* 
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kncy was boond by every feeling of daty not to add to hia 
&mily distress by manying a portionless wife. I said, no, 
when he asked me — an absolute, unconditional, unexplained 
no. * What man foigets, what man pardons, such a refusal ? 
And if fiom my prerious conduct he had derived any en- 
couragement, if he had guessed from look, or tone, or word, 
that his proposal would be only too pleasant to me, then a 
thousand times more will he resent that refusal, since he must 
attribute my previous nuumer to heartless coquetry. Since I 
have been here, I have gathered in a hundred ways, from Mr. 
Langhton and these artless people, that the need of money at 
the Hall is more urgent than ever, and that a marriage is 
arranged between the young heiress and the heir. Look at 
her, and look at me. She is as good as she is pretty, as 
charming as she is good. Besides, no man ever pardons such 
a refusal. He will but treat mc as his father does, with cold 
civility. I will go to-night, if you think it right. Be assured 
that I will do all I can to promote the match, for they are 
worthy of each other. But I know that no man ever pardons 
a refusal without an assigned cause, and I think that I shall 
promote it best by staying. Do what you will with me, dear 
Lady GardonneL I have told you all. Send me away at 
once, if you see fit." And, paler than ever. Honor ceased. 
She had poured forth this confession of feeling with an emo- 
tion most unusual to her, and stood waiting ihe decision of her 
friend, who had listened to her with the deepest sympathy, 
when a sudden outburst from the lake of many voices — in 
which cries of distress from Katy, and calls between fright 
and scolding from Mrs. Bell, were distinctly audible — put a 
sadden and unexpected stop to their dialogue. 

They had pmrposely sought a retired foot-path on the oppo- 
site ride of the mere from that where the pavilion and the 
tents were situated, and which, although following the general 
outline of the water, was yet concealed from it partly by the 
inegnlarities of the ground, partly by clumps of cedars, and 
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masses of arbatos and Portugal laorelf parl^ by btakes of 
hawthorn and holly, the natural growth of the soil^ • 

If they had not been engrossed by the interest taken by 
both ii^ke subject of their discourse, they mi^t have dlAov- 
ered, mm the mingled hum of many voices, and the gay 
shouts of the country lads, that they were now nearly opposite 
that part of the lake which for thickness and smoothness had 
been selected by skaters, sliders and spectators, as the prin- 
cipal scene of the morning's diversion. 

Major Delancy, a splendid skater, after enjoying for a short 
space the exhilaration of an exercise in which he excelled, had 
with the utmost good humor left; a party of the neighboring 
gentlemen, who had crossed the downs for the purpose, and 
with whom he had been executing on the ice the different 
figures in which proficients delight, in order to give a lesson 
in the mystery of cutting initials and spread eagles on that 
glassy surface to Harry and Charles Glcnham, and some other 
youths of their age, when ho was summoned by his father to 
attend Katy and Mrs. Bell. 

About the skating-ground, as has been said, the ico was 
perfectly safe. But further down the mere, the bank, over- 
hung by a large weeping willow, jutted out abruptly, and, 
probably from a spring which fed the waters, the ice was so 
much thinner, that the spot had been staked out by tall sticks, 
surmounted by little red flags in token of danger. The space 
that was perfectly safe was so extensive that there did not 
appear the slightest cause to apprehend that anybody would 
stray out of bounds. 

Pets, however, are proverbially wilful. Marigold, afler 
playing every conceivable prank around her mistress on dry 
ground, — chasing the birds in the woodland, jumping after 
squirrels on the tree-tops, and trying to coax a dappled fawn 
into a game at romps, — had followed her footsteps on the ice; 
and, a little puzzled by the slippery smoothness, and daunted 
at the numbers assembled, had bounded forward until she 
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readied the interdicted spot, the yery point of danger, where 
the glaasy surface, yielding eyen to her light weighty gave 
way more and more under her struggles ; the ice sinking as 
the water rose, until at last the frightened fayorite seemed to 
be totally iimnersed in the mere. 

At this mcnnent it was — whilst Eaty was darting on to 
saye her pet, and Mrs. Bell screaming to her to desist — that 
Lady Cardonnel and Honor found themselyes on the edge of 
the lake, a little in adyance of the mother and daughter, but 
still short of the scene of danger. 

"O! Miss Cliye, saye my Katy!" shrieked Mrs. Bell. 
And Honor, first making a sign to Jacob Stokes, who was as 
usual dose to his young mistress, bounded on the ice, and, 
iayored by their mutual position, was able to seize her young 
pupil round the waist ; thus checking her first impulse, and 
gaining time to exert the influence which she, and she only, 
possessed oyer that adyenturous damsel, and to lead her gently 
towards her mother. 

''Look, dearest; the danger is in the numbers who are 
hurrying to rescue your pretty darling. See ! Harry is on 
firm ice, and he has got hold of her now. Yes ! he has hold 
of her collar ; and Charles, with his arms round his brother's 
waist, is steadying Harry." 

A rush of people came between, and the girls lost sight of 
the scene of danger. But a terrible cry announced that the 
ice had giyen way under one, at least, of the eager boys. 
Deadly peril was in eyery glimpse they caught, and in every 
sound they heard. Their senses reeled with the suspense and 
the fear, which seemed prolonging moments into hours. 

Another rush gave them a yiew of Major Delancy on the 
hank, throwing, with all the power of his tall and yigorous 
frame, a long ladder across the space between the sound ice 
and the shore. Li an instant he had drawn one brother from 
the dangerous pool, had lent a helping-hand to the other ; and 
then, clinging to the long shoots of the willow, and making 
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himflelf a desperate plunge, lie reappeared, bearing tlie nnlacky 
. oaose of this commotion, the dripping, trembling Marigold, 
under his arm. 

The J^hole scene passed in a shorter time than has been 
given to the narration. 

" It was the ladder did it all, dear Br. Glenham ! " said 
he, as the agitated father vainly son^t to thank him for 
saving one, if jiot |x>th, his boys. "The ladder saved them, 
under Providence, not I ; and the person who, in the midst 
of this confusion, directed me to this same ladder, and would 
have flung it himself if he had been strong enou^ was this 
good little boy." 

Jacob Stokes, not in general addicted to shyness, stole 
away from the good doctor's gifts and praises, as if he had 
been caught in some misdeed, muttering, as he turned over 
his money, — for the rector had emptied his purse into his 
hand, — " that it was Miss who showed him the ladder, and 
he had no business to be thanked for her doings, nor to take 
the guineas and half-crowns." 

" My young friends will be the better for a glass of brandy, 
sir," said Major Delancy to his father ; " and so will Dr. 
Glenham. I am an old campaigner, and know the virtues 
of cognac. In the mean time, I must take Marigold to Miss 
Warner." 

" She would have been in the water, too," exclaimed Mrs. 
Bell, " if it had not been for her good governess, Gt)d bless 
her ! " 

And thus, after three years' absence, did Arthur Bdancy 
meet Honor Olive. "Her governess!" He had almost 
dropt the shivering creature that he held. But Honor had 
augured justly. The pride of a refused man came to his 
assistance. He bowed slightly, but respectfully, and recom- 
mended transporting the dripping greyhound to the fishing- 
house, where she could be dried before the fire. 
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^ Honor, to whom Katy still cluDg, was at last able to escape 

to I^Irs. Warner and Mrs. Glenham, each of whom had caught 
the sound of a ragae alarm, a romor of unezplaincd peril, 
and both worn greatly solaced by reoemng a clear anf truth- 
fnl acoomit of the adventure. There was nothing now amiss, 
except two wet jackets, which had better be changed. 

Mis. Glenham, eager to see her boys, and Mrs. Warner, 
deBiroQS not to lose sight of her heedless granddaughter, were 
tofeaaatend at the entrance of the tent by the good rector 
and Jacobs anxious to restore to the right owner the praises 
bestowed upon himself for discoyering the ladder. 

" T was Miss, there," quoth the boy; " she made a sign to 
me» and I told the major." 

Jacob lost nothing with any party by his honesty; and 
Hn. Wamer, now for the first time hearing from the doctor 
Hooor's riiare in holding back Katy, said, emphatically, 

** I beUerCy my dear, that there is no good deed in which 
yon have not a part" 

If Honor had before doubted as to her line of conduct, this 
confidence would have decided her. 

Neariy at the same moment, a still stronger revulsion took 

place in another young heart. Harry Glonham hod been told 

by his fikther the suspicion which he himself enterts&ied of 

Lord Delancy's desire to gain the hand of the heiress for his 

heir. He had been reminded that he was indebted to his 

kind patron not merely for a valuable living, but for a key 

of his magnificent library, — the privilege, perhaps, dearest to 

him of any on earth, — and for the thousand daily attentions 

and kindnesses which sweeten life between country neighbors. 

The father's appeal had been felt by the high-spirited boy, 

but felt as we all feel words. What had happened that 

morning was a living act. As he thanked Major Delancy for 

the life which he owed to his bold heart and vigorous arm, 

and as the yoong soldier pressed his hand and declared that 
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the joy was his, lie inwardly vowed to go back to Cambridge, 
bury himself in his stodies, and never soffisr a thou^t of his 
pretty playfellow to oroes his fancy again. 

Is it {leedftd to say that the mother's heart made the same 
renonoiation ? 
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OHAPTEB X. 

MUBIO-BOOKfl. 

Thi arriTal of Lady Caidonnel tended rnndi to fiusilitate 
the mtercoorse between the Hall and the Fann. The perfect 
breeding of the court lady, and the simplicity of Mrs. Warner, 
bad BO much in common, and, in either case, there was so 
great a fund of goodness and sincerity, that mutual respect 
and esteem grew up between them. 

Lady Cardonnel, poor Lady Delancy's fayorite sister, was a 
widow, whose children — the daughters married, and the sons 
iQ the nayal, nulitary, and diplomatic service of their countiy 
— were literally scattered oyer the face of the earth, so that 
her brother-in-law's house was more her home than any other 
abode, and his interests as much her own as if they had been 
united by the ties of blood. She had spent the three years 
of the occupation of France with her youngest daughter, the 
wife of an officer in Arthur's regiment, and there she had 
become sincerely attached to her high-minded nephew, and 
hardly less so to Honor Cliye ; and it was because she loyed 
both so well that she joined Stephen Langhton in his endeavors 
to bring about the union with Ejity, foreseeing nothing but 
misery on either mde, in the renewal of an affection which 
would bring ruin to his worldly prospects, and break his 
father's heart. Her advice to her young friend had been to 
remain at Atherton, the rather that Major Delancy's manner 
to her was as cold as was consistent with gentlemanly courtesy. 
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If not indifference, it was a lesentment so chilling and so 
perscYoring as to answer the same purpose. 

The good lawyer, also, was frequently at the Hall, and upon 
these occasions the two families were brought into still closer 
connection. Sometimes they walked together; sometimes 
they drove, and then good Mrs. Warner was seduced into 
joining the party ; still more frequently the younger ladies 
rode on horseback. Major Dclancy had redeemed Mrs. Bell's 
promise, by causing a beautiful mare to be trained imder his 
own inspection for her daughter's use. His groom had been 
seen, equipped with riding-skirt and side-saddle, cantering 
across the park at so wild a rate, that Jacob Stokes, not sus- 
pectmg the disguise, paid his young mistress the cquivociLl 
compliment of declaring that it could be nobody but Miss 
Katy. The creature had become so great a favorite, that the 
" Faery Queen " had been ransacked to find a name to match 
her grace and symmetry ; and, as if conscious of the affection 
lavished upon her, Britomarte seemed never so happy as 
when cantering with her fair rider over the downs every day 
and all day long. 

Of course the gentlemen attended at these morning rides, 
and very often the party at the Farm were invited to an uncere- 
monious dinner. In return, the small family at the Hall 
would drink tea with their humbler neighbors. No influence 
short of Honor's could have restrained Mrs. Bell's desire to 
extend to them a far larger portion of hospitality. One day 
she beheld her turning over the leaves of an ancient-looking 
cookery-book, meditating eggs and bacon in blancmange, and 
a floating island in whipt cream, besides a dozen other rustic 
luxuries culled from a family collection of choice recipes, and 
the slaughter of a hecatomb of poultry, from Katy's pigeons 
up to the Jast turkey of the season. Lucky birds ! that talk 
between Miss Olive and Mrs. Bell saved their lives. 

It was now, to date, as Elaty did, by flowers, about tlie 
time when snowdrops, hepaticas, Grocoses, and the winter-aoo- 
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nitc, were drcling round the old enn-dial in the garden, prim- 
Toses covering the sunny banks, violets perfuming the hedge- 
rows, and daffodils crowding round the orchard-trees ; and 
the usual party were assembled in the pleasant parlor at the 
Farm, firagrant with the violets which she had stolen from the 
park, when Mr. Langhton addressed Katy with a question 
whidi seemed innocent enough, but which would have startled 
a more experienced young lady, as the forerunner of a very 
unwelcome request 

" Pray, my queen, did you ever got the remainder of the 
•Good-morrow' song from your Atherton poet? — the idle 
member of an idle fraternity, as his brother Charles very 
justly caUed him." 

Katy stood up womanfully for her poor friend ; and Arthur, 
who had taken a fancy to the lad from the moment he had 
pulled him out of the water, as, indeed, he had done by Mari- 
gold (a generous spirit does love those whom it has served), 
made common cause in his defence. 

Lord Delancy, pleased with everything that tended to bring 
into closer familiarity the couple whom he so ardently wished 
to unite, joined in the conversation caused by Mr. Langhton's 
question, and expressed a desire to hear the song. 

" No," replied Katy, " the song was never finished." And 
then she repeated the stanza. 

" Sing it," said her guardian. 

But Katy blushed and laughed, and looked " No," although 
she did not speak it ; she looked, too, as if determined, for 
once in her life, to be obstinate. 

" Sing it, and Miss Clive will accompany you," said her 
grandmother, as Honor took her seat at the instrument. 

" Sing it, and Miss Clive will help you," said Mrs. Bell. 
" Sing it, or we shan^t love you." 

" Won't you ! " said Katy's loving, saucy glance, as plainly 
as ever eye spoke yet. 

" Sing it, my Elaty, if you love me," whispered Honor. 
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Katy, nnable to resist that adjarati<Hi, began ; but before 
she got through the " good-morrow *' stopped suddenly. Hcm- 
or, accustomed to her fits of fright, continued the accompani- 
ment for a few bars, and then said to Mr. Langhton, 

*< That burthen seems to have taken hold of Mr. Houy's 
imagination ; for, on inquiring of Mrs. Glenham if she could 
Aimish us with the remainder of the *Good*morrow' song, she 
produced another, which I have copied into this book. Sup- 
pose we try that, Katy ? I think Mr. Langhton will like the 
air." And, not giving her time to become fri^tened, she 
launched her dexterously into the song. 

Gire thee good-morrow, busy bee ! 

No cloud is in the sky, 
The ring-dore skims across the lea, 

The matin lark soars high ; 
Oay sunbeams kiss the dewy flower. 

Light breezes stir the tree. 
And sweet is thine own woodbine bower,— 

Good-morrow, busy bee ! 

Gire thee good-eren, busy bee ! 

The summer day is by, 
Now droning beetles haunt the lea. 

And shrieking plovers cry. 
The light hath paled on leaf and flower. 

The night-wind chills the tree. 
And thou, well laden, leay*st thy bower,— 

Good-eren, busy bee I 

The Hall parfy, to whom Eaty's singing was a suiprise, 
were enraptured with the young, firesh voice, and the perfect 
articulation. 

" Is it not as if we were transported to Isaac Walton's 
times, and were sitting in the meadows by the river Lea, 
listening to one of the milkmaids ? " inquired the old lawyer 
of Lord Delancy. 

Like a commentary upon the observation, Honor began 
playing the Bymjdumy of Haydn's beautifiil oamonet, " My 
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■other Uds me Iwid my hair," wfaioh, although not called ao, 
is as fbllj a pastoral as Isaac Walton's book. 

'^ Can yoa sing any duets, Blias Warner ? I am sure you 
can. Arthur, come here and sing with Miss Warner." 

Arthur had been sitting in the darkest comer of the room, 
his elbow <m a table, and his head leaning on his hand, as if 
absorbed by the music. 

Honor opened another book, at the " Gamonets of Jackson 
of Exeter," and placed "Love, in thine eyes," open before her. 

Again Lord Delancy summoned his son ; and this time he 
obeyed, going through his task with the skill and taste of a 
perfect musician. Katy was again slightly nervous; but 
Honor, to use Mrs. Bell's phrase, " helped her," supplying a 
momentary deficiency and concealing a little flaw, much as a 
professed singing-mistress might have done, if ever singing- 
mistress had had so true an interest in her pupil. 

Lady Cardonnel, also summoned to help in " Nannie," 
and other charming part songs, leaned over Honor and whis- 
pered, 

" Will not you sing ? " 

** I have never sung, except, as now, a few notes to aid, or 
an entire air by way of lesson, since I lost him with whom we 
used to sing at Valenciennes." 

" Ay," said Lady Cardonnel, " this is the old book ; " and, 
hanging over Major Delancy 's shoulder, she turned over the 
leaves and read the titles, " T^e has not thinned ; " " Take, 
0, take those lips away;" "Do not unbind two gentle 
hearts ; " whilst another voice murmured " Poor Lionel ! " 

Many weeks had not passed before Katy added some of 
Mozart's finest duets to her stock: *<La ci darem," "Ah 
perdona," " Ah guarda sorella," and " Ti veggo," from Win- 
ter's " Rape of Proserpine." It is doubtful whether the de- 
lightful expression of her English songs, admirable in articu- 
lation and feeling, or the imperfection of her fresh-caught 
Italian* were most attractive. But a deeper charm than 
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either was to be found in the sympathy fbr her friend wiUi 
which she avoided speaking on any sabjeot connected with 
former performances of this music. She had heard from 
Lady Cardonnel that Captain Cliye, the brother whom Honor 
loved so well, had been accustomed to sing with her. She 
recognized the sort of family likeness which oflen distin- 
guishes handwriting in some manuscript German songs. 
Other MSS. there were also. But Ejity had learnt to read 
the sensibility under the self-command of her governess' 
character, and avoided all trying subjects with the tact which 
is bom of the heart 
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CHAPTER XI. 

SKETCH-BOOKS. 

(«Lar us take another turn under the lime-trees," said 
Eatj to lier goyemess, one Sunday afternoon, returning from 
dmrcH, when thoj had reached the end of the fine avenue 
where the sunbeams played through the half-opening leaves, 
casting a checkered light on the broad gravel road ; for by 
thb time cowslips and fritillaries threw their bright colors 
on the grass. " Do not let us go in just yet. Mamma will 
take grandmamma home, and wo will follow after one more 
turn." 

Mrs. Warner had been leaning on Honor's arm, and Eaty 
was following side by side with her mother when she made 
this proposal. 

<* With all my heart," said Mrs. Bell ; " I cannot have a 
worse companion than you, K&iy, for you have not spoken a 
word. What have you been thinking about ? " 

"Nothing, mamma," responded the little beauty, as the 
four ladies parted, according to her arrangement ; <* nothing 
at all." 

Now, this answer, which is in the very spirit of young lady- 
ism, the answer which every girl of sixteen returns by instinct 
to that question when conscious that she has been thinking of 
any object a little too much, was entirely out of Eaty's way ; 
that fair damsel being one who, partly from the indulgence 
of those about her, partly from natural firankness, had never 
known tho weight of a secret in her life. Aeeordingly, those 
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two simple words, *< nothing, mamma," made a strong impres> 
aion upon ooc at least of her hearers. 

Honor, however, knew that in Uiose cases the best way to 
get at the truth is not always to ask for it. So she waited ; 
and after thej had walked a short distance arm in arm, a sud- 
den question offered some hint as to the subject of her pupil's 
meditations. 

" Do jou think Major Delancy handsome ? " said she. 

The answer was such as to encourage a further confi- 
dence. 

" Certainly. I believe that every one thinks him so." 

" I never did till to-day," resumed Katj^ with her old 
frankness. "Though, to be sure, I have always been too 
much afraid of him to stare him in the face. But this after^ 
noon, as he sat in the comer of that great chancel pew, with 
his head thrown back, and his eyes cast down, the light as it 
streamed through the tall window &lling right upon his tem- 
ple, and the curls pushed away from his high forehead, I 
thought that he looked very noble, — calm and kind, as a sol- 
dier ought to look." 

" As a soldier ought to be," observed Honor, ^ and as I 
believe ho is. Nothing can be higher than his character in 
the regiment. He is beloved by officers and men." 

" Don't you think," continued Eaty, " that he is like one 
of the heads in your Yasari, those grand old heads of the 
sculptors and painters, which are to a certain extent alike ? " 

" Perhaps so. We will look them over when we get 
home." 

" Though, why they should be like a soldier " 

« Except," interrupted Honor, " that they were soldiers of 
a nobler army, — art that creates, not war that destroys. 
And I that say this am a soldier's daughter," added she, 
smiling; <*but it is the truth, or that which I believe to 
be so." 

Just then the object of their praise, his &ther, and Ladj 
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Uardomid wen leen eomii^ ap the aveirae with Dr. and Mrs. 
Glenhjun, for whom they had waited. Katy's shjnesd re- 
tamed at the sigfat, and, bat for Honor's better judgment, she 
would certainly have run away home. On meeting the party, 
Lord Delaocy took immediate possession of the young heiress, 
and, offering hor his arm, insisted on her accompanying them 
to the Hall. 

*'We are old-fi»hioned people,'* said he, <' and dine at 
limeheon-time on Sundays ; and Dr. and Mrs. Glenham have 
had the goodness to return with us to coffee. I am to show 
her some fine German and Italian prints. They are mostly 
on Soriptnre subjects, and would please Mrs. Warner. Don't 
you think that, if Arthur should drive the pony-chaise to the 
fiurm, he mi^t prevail on her ann Mrs. Bell to join us ? At 
all events, I shall detain you as a hostage." 

And, overcoming her feeble show of opposition, he conducted 
her to the mansion. 

Major Delancy speedily returned firom his expedition, only 
half successfuL The good grandmamma was fittigued; but 
Mrs. Bell, never more completely at ease than with the young 
soldier, who struck such awe into her dau^ter, entered the 
drawing-room in the hi^est spirits. 

" I tell you, Major, that men are all alike," exclaimed she, 
finishing a dispute which had lasted the whole way. " I have 
had two husbands, and am a woman of experience ; and I 
maintain that, grave or gay, rough or smooth, talkative or 
silent, they have all the same fault, — they will have their own 
way. There was my first husband, — Katy's father, — who 
was so gentle, and so quiet, I did not think he could have 
spoken two words at a time. Well, ho had a way of his own, 
I promise you. And then there was my second ^use, — 
such a giddy whirligig, that I did not believe he would ever 
stay long enough in a place to make up his mind to do any- 
thing. Well, he, too, had a way of his own, and he would 
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have it Men are all alike, young ladies, — all alike, the veiy 
best of them.*' 

" Poor Mrs. Bell ! " said Lord Belancy. 

«* Poor papa ! '* cried Katj. 

Afler coffee they repaired to the print-room, where a splen- 
did collection of the finest and rarest engravings in the 
world were ranged upon double desks, round the spacious 
apartment. Mr. Dillon has since shown what money and 
taste can do when they meet in an English merchant. What 
an art it is that diffuses beauty as well as thought, giving to 
these representatives of great pictures a home in every land, 
and a chance of duration infinitely multiplied! Hiat color- 
less and silent poetry, how it appeals to the heart ! — the 
great painters with their fiery etchings, and they who, slow 
and patient masters of their own high art, almost equalled on 
the copper the masterpiece they copied ! 

Lord Delancy, chiefly devoting himself to Mrs. Glenham, 
left the other ladies to the care of his son ; for the dear doc- 
tor had fallen upon Flaxman's Homer, and had forgotten that 
any woman had been bom since the siege of Troy. 

Lady Cardonnel took charge of her younger visitors, minis- 
tering with almost equal delight to the cultivated taste of one 
fair companion, and the uncultivated intelligence of the other, 
full of the eager questions which it is so pleasant to answer. 

3iajor Delancy, for his share, undertook to amuse Mrs. 
Bell, who, it is sad to say, yawned over the fine Maro-Anto- 
nios, the huge Bembrandts, and the tiny Watcrloos, and set 
all the efforts of her cavalier at naught, until he bethought 
him of a certain English magician, called Ilogarth, powcrfiil 
in cases of ennui, and brought forward a complete set of the 
great humorist, valuable for every sort of quality, rarity, con- 
dition and former possessors (for many of these single impres- 
sions had a pedigree), as well as for the satire and the inven- 
tion which have made the painter immortal. 

Mrs. Bell was charmed. She had the English feeling of 
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charaoter, and tliat happened to her whidi has befallen numj 
another gaxer at those prints. She knew the baker's boy 
whose tray is overset, and had been well acquainted with the 
old maid going to dinrch on a firosty morning. 

Mrs. Bell went on merrily giving names to Hogarth's 
figures, until the costume or the attitude of the principal 
character in " Strolling Players dressing in a Bam " awakened 
another English feeling, called decorum. 

'* Fie, fie. Major ! " exclaimed the irate dame, " look at the 
diamelesB hussy tying up her garter before everybody ! fie, 
fie!" 

<* Dear Mrs. Bell, it 's only to show the hole in her stock- 
ing," observed the major, in a deprecating tone. " Poor 
wretches! it's just to set forth the mixture of finery and 
penury. Look at the tin crown, and — " 

" I '11 look at nothing ! " declared Mrs. Bell, shutting the 
portfolio with a slam of virtuous indignation. '* Suppose Katy 
should come ! " 

Roused by the slam of the portfolio, which resounded 
through the room, and by the clamor of her mother's voice, 
Katy did arrive, followed with more or less despatch by the 
entire company. The major had contrived to suppress all 
symptoms of a smile round his mouth, but there was a glim- 
mer of laughter in his eyes which showed that the outcry had 
not proceeded from any very serious cause. Ho left Mrs. 
Bell to tell her own story ; and, instead of returning to the 
grievance, which would probably have ended in the production 
of the delinquent figure, she reminded Lord Delancy that he 
had promised Katy a sight of the major's sketch-books. 

Katy enforced the demand. 

"I had not forgotten my promise," said Lord Delancy. 
" I made my son bring them to me only yesterday. They are 
in the library now." And, sending a servant for four or five 
volumes of clasped books, he 1 1 them before Lady Cardon- 
nel. 
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Two or three volames of verj beautiful landscape draw- 
ings, chiefly of lake and mountain scenery, with here the 
ruin of a temple, there of an aqueduct; here an Italian villa, 
there a Boman bridge ; such scenes as may be found in tho 
Liber Yeritatis, the magazine in which Claude secured those 
treasures of grace and beauty which he afterwards transferred 
to his grand compositions; — two or three volumes of this 
character were readily displayed, with no further deprecation 
than t^t of an amateur who knows perfectly the limits of his 
power. 

"They are merely reminiscences of scenery," said he, ** done 
for my own gratification ; as part, indeed, of a military and 
travelling diary, and without any pretensicm to artistio 
merit." 

Under one or two the names of the places were written, 
and Katy exclaimed, as in soliloquy, 

" That 's the same handwriting with the Spanish songs in 
Honor's music-book." 

Major Dclancy was relating to Mrs. Bell some anecdote 
connected with the scene, and did not hear her observation. 

Havmg gone through all but one of the sketch-books, ho 
was about to put aside that which remained, imexamined, 
when the clasp unclosed, and Katy broke into raptures at tho 
sight of the fine old Flemish town which it exhibited. 

" This is worth all the rest," cried she. " Look at those 
curious tall houses, with the narrow-peaked gables, which seem 
set side-ways to the street ; the strange doorways, the pretty 
windows, the twisted chimneys, the odd figures on the spouts, 
the stone galleries here and there, the carved balconies every- 
where,— only look! Hhen the spirit and the trutili; tho 
people on the causeway ; we can see them ! The snndiine 
and the shadow, — they are really to be felt Look, Honor : 
this is worth all the rest." 

But Honor had drawn back her chair. 
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« Indy Curdoimel,'* said Arthnp, in a low voice, " shut that 
hock. It never ought to have been opened." 

••Not on my account, Lady Cardonnel," said Honor. 
«• Show Katy the old Belgian towns. The first sight of those 

drawings reminded me of the days when they were taken, 

days when I was rich in a dear father and a dear brother. 
Bat what is our whole life, if not a memory of past happiness ? 
And should not the gifbi and virtues of those loved and lost be 
dienshed as a blessing, not turned firtun as a curse ? Show 
Katy the towns." 

She passed throng an open Erench window, and sate in the 
shadow of the colonnade, looking over the park. 

••Major Delancy knew Miss Clive, then?" whispered 
Katy. 

•'Yes; she was with her father and brother when they 
were quartered at Valenciennes, where Arthur's regiment was 
also stationed. It was there that I made her acquaintance. 
Captain Clive and my nephew were most intimate, as you may 
guess from their having made sketching excursions together, 
and often worked upon the same drawing." 

*• Poor Honor ! " sighed Katy. 

•• Yes, she loved her brother dearly ; ho was, indeed, a 
most gifted creature. She has since lost both him and her 
father." 

•• Dear Honor ! " 

" Lady Cardonnel then directed her companion's attention 
to some highly graphic representations of Flemish and Ger- 
man towns, — Ghent, Antwerp, Bruges, Nuremburg, — in which 
the spirited and brilliant pencilling caught the young girl's 
fancy more than the poetical feeling displayed by the owner 
of the book in lake and mountain scenery, where the treat- 
ment of atmospheric effects, the clouds, the waterfalls, the dis- 
tant hills, was often masterly. 

At last; in a sketch by Major Delancy of one of the Moor- 
ish dties of Spain, Seville or Granada, a loose card, wrapped 
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in silver paper, proToked Eatj's cariosity. It was a profile 
of a young English officer, the pure outline of whose features 
was too familiar to her to be mistaken. The initials L. C. 
were written underneath. 

" Lionel Clive ! " exclaimed Lady Cardonnel, a moment 
after. 

" How like Honor ! " burst from the two ; for Mrs. Bell 
had long forsaken the books she had demanded, and was sit- 
ting in peaceful slumber on a distant sofa; and, from the 
moment that Lionel's drawings had been exhibited, Arthur 
had held aloof. 

As they were replacing the card, they saw another profile, 
slightly touched on the reverse, a female head, with the hair 
braided as in the Greek statues. 

'* Honor herself! " cried Eaty. " I wonder if she knows 
it" 

Meanwhile, the peacefrd hour and the peaceful scene aided in 
restoring the poor governess to tranquillity. The rich perfume 
of plants from the conservatories blended with the thousand 
natural sweetnesses of spring in the woods. Nightingales 
answered each other from brake to thicket, and mixed witb 
the soothing fall of a fountain, whose jets were silvered by the 
moonbeams. Light and shadow seemed softened in the park. 
All was harmony, till a stem voice spoke at the window, 
apparently in answer to some kind remark of Lady CardonneL 

** Do not tell me of tears, Margaret ! l^ey are oftener 
shed for the living tlian the dead." 

This was a defiance to good or to evil, and so it was felt by 
Honora. This time no tears fell. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

A TOUNQ LADT's B00K-8IIELYK. 

Three or four days aflor this scene, Mr. Langhton presented 
himself at an early hour in Major Dclancy's dressing-room. 
He had arrived by a night coach at the nearest town, and 
had driven to the hall in all haste. 

" Arthur," said he, dismissing the valet, " this affair must 
be brought at once to a conclusion. I have not thought fit to 
speak on the subject to your father, because I know as well 
as you the danger to his health of all transitions of hope and 
fear. But I tell you plainly that dangers are looming in the 
distance ; the adverse solicitors throw out hints, which of 
course we are not the last to hear. Sir Vivian, I know, is 
hanging about this neighborhood, hatching mischief, according 
to hi:» nature. Think, if your fatlicr should catch slight of him 
before this marriage is finally arranged, what might be the 
consequence. I, as you know, do not hold myself justified, 
as executor or as guardian, to advance so immense a sum, until 
at least the settlements are signed. In short, the formal pro- 
posal must be made at once. I do not see any danger of 
refusal. The mother and grandmother are strongly with you ; 
and the young lady certainly likes no man better, unless it bo 
your father. Follow her in her aflemoon walk, and find or 
make an opportunity. I shall back to my proper work of 
drawing deeds; and a snap of the fingers," continued he, 
suiting the action to the word, *< for Sir Vivian and his devil- 
ries I " 
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So departing, without leaving time for reply, the good 
lawyer drove briskly to the farm. 

Thither, a few hours after, we follow him. 

Now, dearest Mrs. Bell, whose genial and hearty character 
had borne so well the broad sunshine of prosperity, rejoicing 
in Katy^s good fortune, and trying to make all around her as 
happy as herself, — that dear and excellent Mrs. Bell had 
her little foibles, as all women ought to have. It is only 
Queen Elizabeth who, in the plenitude of her royal grandeur 
and her unroyal vanity, desired to be painted without shadow. 
Our Mrs. Bell was no Queen Elizabeth ; and the shade that 
threw into relief the broad lights of her honest countenance 
was the least spice, the smallest spice in the world, of mistrust 
of her neighbors. She did not hate them ; she did not speak ill 
of them ; but she was a little addicted to suspecting them of 
hating and speaking ill of her : in short, she had always a Mrs. 
Grundy. At the commencement of our story, Mrs. Glenham had 
filled that ungracious part ; but, nlatters having righted in that 
quarter, especially since the accident on the ice, the reigning 
Mrs. Grundy was no other than her old gossip and crony, 
Mrs. Thorp, wife of the miller whose bell-team had been 
eclipsed by the famous horses purchased "by Katy's orders, 
who now drew Mrs. Bell's waggon to the next market-town, 
as proudly as if it had been a dray of Barclay and Perkins, 
or the Lord Mayor's coach. It is just possible that the boll- 
team in question, whose paraphernalia had never been equalled 
in Athorton, might have inflicted certain pangs of jealousy 
on Mrs. Thorp, and that the ill-will was not wholly on one 
side, which, speaking from a pretty long experience, it may 
bo assumed that ill-will seldom is. 

Peace and harmony reigned in the pleasant morning room. 
Mrs Warner, with her Bible before her, and her knitting on 
her lap ; Mr. Langhton writing a letter, which, from his deep 
attention, seemed important ; and Katy, at her own desire, 
attempting, under Honor's patient direction, a simple accom- 
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pAiiiiiifiiit to one of her own ftmgs. All on a sadden, a storm 
entered from the village, in the perwrn of Mrs. Bell, red-hot 
with anger. 

<* Well ! " quoth she, " what will that w(»nan say next ? " 

"What woman, dear Mrs. Bell ? " 

*' What woman, mamma ? " inquired the young ladies, 
almost simultaneously. 

" Mrs. Thorp ! " was the reply. " She ealls us all the 
had names that ever were heard of — bad names out of the 
Bible ! — wicked that she is ! " 

** AU owing to those horses of yours, Eaty," said Stephen, 
looking up firom his letter. " Now you have beaten her hus- 
band's team bo thoroughly, Mrs. Bell, you can afford to be 
generous, and let her jingle the bells." 

<< She calls us bad names out of the Bible ! " repeated the 
angry lady ; " and says that I am as proud as Jezebel, and 
shall come to the same end. And she says bad things of you, 
sir : ^e says, that, not content with calliog Katy a queen 
(and I 'm sure you 've called her so these dozen years), you 
are setting her up like one, and have got an earl's daughter 
for her governess. And then she talks nonsense out of a 
play-book, and tells of some old wicked wretch who set up his 
daughter in the same way, with a decayed gentlewoman for 
her serving-maid. To think of telling untruths of dear Miss 
Olive ! She might say what she liked of me ; but to speak 
falsehoods of her, and call her a serving-maid, and an earl's 
daughter ! " 

'* Any one who spoke ill of Miss Clive must tell an un- 
truth," observed Mrs. Warner, perceiving that Mr. Langhton 
looked perplexed, and that Honor, with an expression between 
' a blush and a smile, seemed hesitating what to say. 

" Honor ! " said Katy, flinging her arms round her friend's 
neck, << dear Honor ! can this be true ? " 

"Not wholly true," was the reply, " nor yet altogether false. 
I am not an earl's dauj^ter, Katy. But would you love mo 
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leflB if my mother had been soch ? I never meant to deceiye 
you, dearest Mrs. Warner. When Mr. Langhton inquired 
for a governess of my friend and school-fellow, Mrs. Osborne, 
she told him that I was in want of sach a situation. My poor 
mother, dead long ago, had been the youngest of many chil- 
dren. My father, a younger brother of good family, was a 
colonel in the army. When he too died, I remained penni- 
less." 

<^Add," broke in Stephen, <<that she had given up her 
mother's portion that her father might purchase a company 
for her brother, and pay certain unavoidable debts and 
losses." 

Honor pressed his hands. 

" Lady Lucy Lynmcrc, my mother's half-sister, took me to 
live with her ; but there I could not stay." 

*< Because she refused a booby and a dolt," again inter- 
rupted Mr. Langhton. 

"And then I came here," said Honor; "where I have 
found dear friends and a happy home. Indeed, I did not 
mean to deceive you, Mrs. Warner. Lideed, indeed, Mrs. 
Bell,^ I never dreamt of concealment. Katy, you will not 
love mo less, my Katy, for this accident of birth ? I do not 
love you less for being rich." 

Mrs. Bell was on the point of giving vent to a whole vol- 
ume of flourishing apologies about the tent-bed and the painted 
wash-hand stand ; but a kiss from Honor drove away all her 
fine speeches, and, with a genuine exclamation, 

" We could not have loved you better if you had been a 
princess ! " she flung herself upon her neck and wept aloud. 

" Nor could we have respected you more had we known all 
the noble things that Mr. Langhton has told as of you," said 
Mrs. Warner. 

" Though how he came to know them," began Honor. 

" Unless Mrs. Osborne told me," interposed the lawyer, 
"you cannot guess. But, indeed," added he, " I have my- 
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self the pleasure of some acqiuuntsnce with your rejected 
swain, an accomplished person, who, having a filly to enter 
for the Oaks, spelt her name of Psyche without the P. Some 
add that, hy way of making the rejected letter amends for Uie 
omission, he inserted it where it saw itself for the first time 
in the word filly, which, according to his reading, stands so — 
Philly. But, for my part, being of a charitable disposition, I, 
like Sir Benjamin Backbite when talking of Miss Letitia 
Piper's twins, never believe more than half of these stories." 

" I wonder," said Mrs. Warner, ** how Mrs. Thorp heard 
the news." 

*' O, the country ! " said Stephen, " the country accounts 
for ^e spread of all news, false or true. As there are cer- 
tain districts to which typhus seems indigenous, so gossip 
Bprlngs up spontaneously in the country, — it is indeed its 
natural produce. This country of yours — this innocent 
country ! " muttered the old lawyer, quoting, as he often did, 
a poignant figment of Horace Walpole : " * Questions grow 
there, and the Christian commodity, neighbors.' In London, 
we don't know who lives next door. You may be dead and 
buried and nobody know or care, — a precious privilege. 
Now that we are talking of your grandmother. Honor, tell me 
if you have a portrait of her, and if it be here. Lady Koss- 
borongh was one of those traditionary beauties whose loveli- 
ness lives in the ears of men, like that of Cleopatra, or Mary 
Queen of Scots, or Lady Coventry." 

" Ah ! " exclaimed Katy, " can it be that enchanting little 
print of a lady in a black hat and feathers, which Major Do- 
lancy was looking at the other night ? the little engraving 
which lies between the leaves of one of the music-books? " 

" Where my poor brother placed it just before his fatal ill- 
ness," said Honor. " Yes." 

" I will show it to you," said Katy. " Don't disturb it. 
dear Mr. Langhton," added she, in a low voice; ** I think 
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Honor does not wuli it toacbed. 1 11 hold it ibr mamma and 
grandmamma." 

*' I have a miniature up stairs which gives a better idea 
of her beauty," said Honor. 

" It is hardly possible to go beyond this," said Mrs. War- 
ner. " This is sweetness itself." 

Perhaps sweetness was the best word for that loveliest 
fkce. The rose almost emitted its fragrance. Charles Fox 
has described in his lines to Mrs. Crewe — an English beauty 
of whom the Irish countess was nearly the contemporary — 
that surpassing charm, of which the essence is character. 
The lines arc not poetry, according to our present notion ; but 
they have the merit of making us see the object described, 
instead of stopping to admire the description : 

" Where the sweetest expression to features is joined^ 
By Nature's most delicate pencil designed ; 
Where blashes unbidden, and smiles without art. 
Speak the softness and feeling that dwell in the heart ; 
Where in manners enchanting no blemish wo traoe, 
But the soul keeps the promise we had f^om the face.*' 

Such was the impression produced by Keynolds' pencil, and 
Bartolozzi's graver, in the portrait of the Countess of Eoss- 
borough. 

Still Mr. Langhton wished to see the miniature. And 
the whole party, except Mrs. Warner, followed Honor to the 
small room over the door which Mrs. Bell had assigned to her 
as a study. 

Katy flung her arms round her friend's waist, as they 
lightly ascended the stairs, and whispered, 

" Did not Major Dclancy know Captain Clive ? " 

" Yes," was the reply; «« they were comrades and friends." 

** And your father knew him ? " 

" Yes." 

"And he knew you? " 
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" YcB, dear Eaty. Here we flhaU find the miniataro, Mr* 
Lao^ton. Yes, here it is." 

** Ah ! how lovely ! " bovst from all when they saw these 
features, with the full magio of eolor, 8[»arfcliiig with smiles 
and blushes as in life. 

** And here is her little prayer-book," said Honor; " and a 
few letters to my poor mother." 

'<Let me look at them," interposed Mr. Lan^ton; <*I 
take an interest in everything belonging to beauty." 

'*They are as sweet as her oountenanoe," said Honor. 
^ Ah, and here is some old point-lace, the laoe of which we 
were talking the other evening." 

" Dear me ! " ejacolaied Mrs. Bell, giving vent as nsnal to 
the unsophisticated impression. ** How ugly ! and what a 
color ! I beg your pardon, though," added she, upon reflec- 
tion ; " I dare say it 's all my fault, and that the lace is really 
very handsome." 

Honor smiled, as smile she needs must. 

" Dearest Mrs. Bell, your truthfulness is worth all the fine- 
lady taste in the world. I am afraid that, except for the 
sake of those to whom it once belonged, I care for the point- 
lace as little as you do. There are my books," added she, 
addressing the old gentleman, who was still busy with the let- 
ters of the lovely countess. " You can look over those at 
your Icburc." 

Mrs. Bell had presented Honor with an old-fashioned, very 
black-lookmg little book-case, which she called a scrutoire ; a 
combination of desk and shelves, glass doors above, and three 
shallow drawers, with large brass handles, below. Originally 
this piece of furniture had decorated the best parlor ; the 
shelves having been filled by a collection of stuffed birds of 
all nations, considerably the worse for wear. Cockatoos were 
there, and paroquets, and humming-birds no bigger than 
cock-chafers, relics bequeathed to some former generation by 
a long-deceased sailor-unole; and ring-ouzels, white black- 
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birds, and other onriofiities of the same sort, stuffed by a 
traditionarj aunt 3iartha, who had cultivated that singular 
female accomplishment. .^ 

Mrs. Bell had sighed over the dingy and moth-eat^i 
remains, as she put them into a comer of the lumber-room ; 
whilst Eaty and Jacob, learned as they were in such lore, had 
pored oyer them as Cuvier over a new set of fossil bones, 
guessing at name and species as a child at a riddle. An old 
warped mummy of a homed owl had completely posed them. 
They took the unlucky bird for a cat ; and but for the beak, 
which dropped off in the transit, for a cat it would have passed 
to this hour. 

Katy had been the chief agent iif installing the new ten- 
ants, the books ; giving her assistance with the most willing 
activity in unpacking, sorting, dusting and arranging the sev- 
eral sets. She now pointed them out to Mr. Langhton, who, 
pocketing the countess' packet, ran his fingers along the glass 
as he read the titles; accompanying the action by a half- 
muttered commentary, delivered rather as a soliloquy than 
as a reply to Ilonor's apologetic 

" Very few, and rather miscellaneous than select ! " 

" Chaucer, Spenser, Shakspeare, Milton, — ay, the prose 
too; that's right! — Dryden, Pope, Cowley, poems and 
essays, — right there, too ! Bacon's Essays, Evelyn, Pepys, 
Walton's Lives, Lettres Spirituelles, Pascal, Holy Living and 
Dying, Foster's Essays — the girl 's a good girl ! Don Quix- 
ote — have you read that, my queen ? " 

" No, sir ; and I wish so much to read it ! Will you lend 
it to mo, dear Honor ? " 

Honor's answer was to take out the volumes, write Eaty's 
name in the first page, and give her the work with a tender 
kiss. 

Mr. Langhton went on with his catalogue : 

" Gentle Shepherd, Howell's Letters, Gandentio di Luc<;a 
— curious old book that of Bishop Berkeley's ! — sho 's getting 
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into my line! — Burns; ay, Carrie's edition. WonderfU 
creatore ! — I saw him once ; eye like a hawk ! What are 
all these ? Old ballads ? Yes ; Percy, Scott, Ritson, Ellis, 
Thomas Warton, Andr^ Chenier — dont know him ! Lamb's 
Specimens, — good ! Ariosto, Alfieri, Moli^re, Madame de 
Sevign^ Defoe's Plagae of London, Yesari, Crabbe, Cowper 
— my journey, to wit — Vicar of Wakefield, Franklin's Soph- 
ocles. Did not I see the Greek Ant^ne upon this table, 
to-day? De Oranmiont, SuUy, Drinkwater's Gibraltar — 
those would be her brother's books. Miscellaneous and im- 
perfect as it is, this is the collection of a woman of a ripe 
mind, worth all the beauty in the world ! " 

£ver since the episode of Don Quixote, the good lawyer had 
been literally talking, or rather muttering, to himself; Katy 
baring drawn Honor away, that they might look together over 
the plates in her beautiM book, for it was that edition which 
contains the exquisite *< Dorothea " of Stothard ; so our 
£riend turned from the old sorutoire, and walked down stairs, 
in that which is commonly called a brown study, and, instead 
of despatching the letter which he had been writing, took him- 
self off to London the same afternoon. 



CHAPTEB XIII. 

XHB GOFPIOB. 

That afternoon was indeed most lovely. Small fleecy 
clouds went sailing over the bright blue sky, casting here and 
there a shadow over a landscape almost too bright in the full 
sunshine. The leaves — some, as the elm and the beech, just 
bursting from their brown sheaths ; some, like the birch, wav- 
ing in tenderest verdure ; some, as the oak, sealed up in the 
dim buds — formed a variety enchanting to look upon. Even 
whero the boughs were bare, they were alive with sap mount- 
ing into the highest branches, transparent, glowing, full of 
purple light. 

The orchard of the Farm was one flush of blossom, eveiy 
fruit-tree garlanded from the bottom to the top ; whilst over 
many a cottage, and at the edge of many a wood, some noble 
old pear or wild cheny tossed its white flowers in the sun. 
Tip the downs, too, came rich glimpses of the golden fune- 
blossom, thickets of heavy almond odor, left here and there to 
shelter the young lambs. 

The park revelled in gorgeous beauty : its noble manmon ; 
its masses of evergreens, cypress, cedar, bay, and pine; its 
bright waters, giving back the weeping willow, the drooping 
birch, and the huge Spanish chestnut ; the long lines of Amer- 
ican borders near the house already putting forth their gay 
colors; the broad avenue of limes; the spiral poplars; and, 
ftirther on, the grand old forest trees, — oak, beech, and elm, 
with their undergrowth of hawthorn, holly, and fem ; that 
fern on which, under the tufted May garlands, does and &wn8 
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lay Bleeping in the son. The earth, too, was fbll of fragrance 
and of beauty. Everywhere the grass had the deep verdure 
of England, now powdered with daisies, now golden with butter- 
cops, now enamelled with the pozple bells of the wild hyacinth. 

Throuj^ this scene of sylvan loveliness, Eaty, with her 
faithful attendants, Jacob and Marigold, sallied forth to 
gather the first lilies for the Great Fann. Her guardian had 
rettiindod her that she had promised to fill his jar with^that 
pure and graceful nosegay, composed of some soore or two of 
delicate stalks, hung with their snowy bells, and backed up 
with the broad silky leaf, of which the texture is as elegant 
as tlie hue. Honor should have helped to gather them ; but 
HottCMT, although she would never confeas to being tired, often 
looked pale after one of their long walks ; and tliis afternoon, 
without walking, she looked paler than ever. So Mrs. Warner 
prevailed upon her to stay at home. 

Their way lay across a comer of the park, to a coppice 
which ascended in terraces to the high table-land which over- 
hung the village. The coppice consisted almost wholly of 
haiel, with its fragrant tassels, interq>ersed with mountain- 
ash, now covered with its broad blossoms, and oaks of some 
ei^ty years' growth. The ground was literally carpeted 
with flowers, wood-sorel, wood-anemone, wood-veitch, wood- 
roo^ Solomon's-seal, columbine, wild strawberry, that strange 
and spectral flower, the wild Star of Bethlehem, cloud-berries 
and lilies, in beds of half an acre, scenting the air. 

The path, a steep and winding ascent, led from terrace to 
terrace, often undermined by fox's earths, holes filled up with 
dead leaves and living flowers, and looked upon nothing but 
the broad tree-tops. The solitude was unbroken. Number^ 
less nightingales, as conscious of the silence, seemed answering 
each other in that exquisite variety of song so delicious when 
unprofaned by meaner notes. 

The three companions had found in that pleasant place, 
and on thai lovely May evening, a ocmgenial occupation. 
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Jaoob, plnoged into ono of the sliallow pits spoken of above, 
was driving a long pole as far as it would go into a hole in 
the side, uncertain whether it did or not contain a litter of 
rabbits. " If that laiy jade, Flora," thought Jacob, " would 
but have dragged her fat body this distance, her tongue would 
soon have told the truth of the matter. No rabbit could 
cheat her. Into ihe hole would she have rushed, scratching 
and questing. We should have tracked her under the ground, 
as old Sam Pownall tracks the moles. To be sure, the last 
time she got into a burrow she stuck fast, and we had to fetch 
a matter of six men to dig her out It cost a good crown- 
piece in beer at the Delancj Arms, which angered Madam 
Bell. And Miss Eatj got frightened, for fear she should be 
smothered. So, may be 't is better she 's at home." And 
Jacob, a philosopher in his way, pursued his researches unas- 
sisted. 

Marigold's diversion was of a different sort. She had dis- 
covered and made prize of a hedgehog, which, coiling itself 
into a ball, exercised a kind of passive resistance, which bade 
fair to defeat the manoeuvres of its swift and powerful enemy. 
Marigold was puzzled. Now she gave it a poke with her 
pretty black nose, receiving so sharp a prick on that sensitive 
part that she tossed her slender head in the air in consterna- 
tion, ringing all the bells of her silver collar ; then she gave 
a quick pat with one foot, then with the other, drawing both 
feet back as if they had encountered a red-hot coal. Then 
the aggrieved nose was cautiously inserted underneath the 
hedgehog, with a view to find out some more vulnerable place, 
and the hedgehog, thus impelled, rolled on a little; then 
Marigold jumped first to one side, then to the other, to put 
her adversary off his guard (for Marigold was a greyhound 
of high race, and, therefore, of high courage), and adventured, 
much to the damage of her nose, another poke. At last she 
lay down with her head upon her paws, watching her prey, 
just as a oat watches a mouse-hole. Woe to the hedi^og if, 
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deoeiyed by those half-dosed eyes, he ventares to uncoil before 
Marigold leaves her post ! 

Katy, on her part, was making quick work with tho beau- 
tiiid lilies, as they glimmered so graccfidly between their 
broad green leaves ; sometimes in laige, close beds, sometimes 
scattered here and there amongst the moss, and the dead 
leaves, with a tofl of fern or of Solomon's-seal, or a stalk of 
whortlebeny, intermixed. Hie lilies were in their earliest 
and loveliest stage, the lower bells fully out, the tops of the 
stems crowned with pale green Buds, each larger and paler 
than the last. 

There knelt Katy, filling her great basket ; now listening 
to the nightingales, now singing snatches of her own sweet 
songs. 

" Give thee good-morrow, busy bee ! " was her greeting to 
one of those industrious insects, as he passed by, heavily 
laden. 

" Give thee good-even ! would be the better salutation," 
said she ; ^' for I think we have both been long enou^ plun- 
dering the flowers, and may take ourselves home." 

Accordingly, she summoned her two attendants, when her 
basket was quite, and she herself almost, overset by a thou- 
sand curvets and gambols played off by Marigold, in honor of 
3Iajor Delancy, who had climbed up one of the steep terraces 
as lightly as the four-footed favorite herself, and now stood 
by the side of the fair flower-gatherer. 

" I have startled you, Miss Warner ; and Marigold and I 
have scattered the lilies ; but I will soon pick them up. And 
you must let me carry them. Yes, indeed, you must ; I am 
used to carry flowers. Happy they who have only known 
such burdens ! " 

" Yes," said Katy, " you are thinking of the poor soldier, 
and, doubtless, his knapsack — " 

" Ay," interposed Arthur, " knapsack, and musket, and 
kettle, and kit, — all that he has, and all that he has not, in 

8 
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Ibe rougheet weather, and in an enemy's ooonirj. Those are 
among the sad realities of life. I am afraid that I was 
thinking of burthens less tangible, bnt i^ly as painful — Are 
jou going home ? " continued he, interrupting himselfl " Shall 
we send Jacob back through the fields I That is the nearest 
way. And will you allow me to take his place as your 
attendant, and see you home through the park ? " 

Katy felt unusually shy; but she said "Yes," simply 
because she did not know how to say No ; and for a little 
while they walked through the wood in silence, Arthur put- 
ting aside the branches and guiding her into the smoothest 
ways ; and, at last, when they had come into something like 
a path, winding round the edge of the coppice, oflfering her 
his arm. 

'* I am walking too fast for you," he said. " You will be 
tired." 

Katy had often felt — nobody could help feeling — Arthur 
Delancy's peculiar sweetness of manner, his constant con- 
sideration for others, his care for their convenience, his defer- 
ence to their feelings, — in a word, the total absence of 
selfishness. It was high breeding, the very highest breeding ; 
but it was also somewhat more. This evening she felt 
more than ever this peculiar charm, and yet, instead of put- 
ting her at ease, it had exactly the contrary effect ; so, after 
saying, 

" No, indeed, I am not tired ; I am never tired ; I oould 
walk all day ;" 

She suddenly uttered that which so very few people, under 
any temptation, ever do utter — that is, the exact Ibou^t 
which arose in her mind, and exclaimed : 

" ! how I wish that Honor were here ! " 

Her companion half started, almost stopped. He com- 
manded himself, however, and replied : 

" I, for my part, rejoice in her absence. I wished to see 
you alone. You are young and inexperienced, Miss Warner; 
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bat you are alao aoate and obaervant; and I am sore that 
jou must have observed, oven if my &ther had not, as he 
has jnst informed me, endeavored to prepare you for my pro- 
posal, that I was only waiting &r some such opportunity to 
entreat you to aooept my hand, and share my destiny." 

It was now Katy^s turn to start and tremble. There are 
some things for which all the preparation in the world is of 
no avail ; and a proposal of marriage — e!^)ecially the first 
proposal — is one of them. Her color went and came ; and 
if Arthur had not found her a seat on the stool of a felled 
beech, she would probably so far have disgraced her country 
breeding as to have fainted. 

He soothed her into composure ; and, throwing himself on 
the ground at her side, proceeded : 

" I trust this discomposure b not caused by aversion ? — 
No ! — Sorely you said no ! It is, then, but the modesty 
whidi bloods so sweetly with your charming frankness ; and 
I may hope that our union, which would crown the wishes of 
all my family, and which is equally agreeable to your own, 
may be delayed no longer than the settlements due to so 
great an heiress render necessary. You come to us, Miss 
Warner, bringing wealth which will redeem the forfeited 
estates of our old and honorable house — which will save the 
peace, the health, the very existence of my father ; and yet 
he feels — we all feel, I most of all — that that wealth fades 
into nothing when compared with the loveliness, the inno- 
cence, the goodness, of its owner. My father already loves 
you as a daughter. My whole life shall be devoted to the 
endeavor to render you happy. Will you not speak a word ? 
not one word ? " 

Poor Katy hung her head in silence, and even turned her 
blushing cheek aside. 

" Will you not speak one single word? Well, then, your 
flowers shall be your interpreters. Give me one of the lilies 
in your basket, and that answer shall content me ! " 
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Gathering herself up almost firmly, Katy at last found 
courage to speak : 

. " I love Lord Delancy dearly ; and I know — no one bet- 
ter — all your goodness, Major Delanoy; 0! &r too good 

— &r too clever for me ! Bat I must ask one question. Honor 
-- were you never engaged to her ? " 

" Never ! on the word of a gentleman I " replied Major 
Delancy, with an open firmness that it would have been im- 
possible to disbelieve. 

*< It is very strange," said Katy ; " those Spanish songs in 
your handwriting, and your never speaking when you met." 

" Those songs are of my writing ; so far is true, Katy ; 
and here I might tell you what is also true, that I was the 
bosom friend of her only brother. But that would only be 
part of the truth; and it is due to you and to myself to 
make one of those confessions most humbling to man*s weak- 
ness. Three years ago I did love, or I thought I loved, 
Honor Clive. I laid my very heart at her feet, and was 
rejected. Since then, we have never met, except in your 
presence. I do not ask, because I am sure that she has 
behaved with the admirable propriety which characterizes her 
every word and action, by keeping my ofier secret" 

" She has never said one word," replied Katy, much 
relieved. 

\^ And this, then, has been the cause of your hesitation ? 
The only cause ? Is there no happier man ? " 

** Np," said Katy, stoutly ; " I have never seen any young 
men, except Charles and Harry, and young Mr. Thorp. 
And, next to Mr. Langhton and dear Lord Delancy, I like 
you. But how can you think of me, a^r Honor — dear, 
dear. Honor ? " 

It was a strange frankness, and puzzling to answer. Ho 
took her own tone, and told the truth. 

'* She would have nothing to say to me, Elaty. But you 

— will you not give me one of those lilies ? '' 
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And, with her lilies in his bntton-hole, and her hand rest- 
ing on his arm, the betrothed couple quitted the coppice. 

After a little gentle talk, he ventured to inquire, still very 
soothingly, for there was a nervousness about her, rare in 
that bright and vigorous spirit : 

" Since not from any chance expression of 3Ii8s Clive, 
what could have given you the suspicion which had like to 
have cheated me of two flowers ? *' 

" O ! such a different person from Honor ! '' said Eaty, — 

" * gypsy*" 

" A gypsy — a fortune-teller ? " inquired Arthur. 

" Yes," said she, " a gypsy fortune-teller. It is quite a 
history. Yesterday morning I was riding on the downs with 
Marigold and Jacob Stokes. We had had a good canter, for 
Jacob was on Honor's pony ; and were on the point of turn- 
ing back, when we came to the steep ridge that lies on the 
top of the narrow valley, called the Soak. You know the 
Soak ? Quito full of alders, and willows, and cotton grass, 
where the stream oozes through, with great patches of gorse 
at the sides, looking like masses of gold in the sunshine. So 
sweet, too ! — O, so sweet ! Grandmamma says she remembers 
an old shepherd, who built himself a hut amongst the gorse. 
I don't wonder at it' I should like to live there myself. 
Yestiges of the garden are there still, a gooseberry-bush or 
so, and an old apple-tree ; and I suppose there must be some 
remains of the cabin, for, as we stood looking down on the 
Soak, we saw smoke sailing along the hill-side, and two or 
three children searching for plover's eggs on the downs." 

" And these were gypsy children ? " asked Arthur. 

" I suppose so," resumed Katy. " As we were looking at 
them, a tall woman appeared close to mo, and caught hold of 
Britomarte's bridle. Now, Britomarte has no fancy for tall 
women, in red cloaks, who seize her by the bridle, and she 
soon shook herself free. But idie is the gentlest creature in 
the world when once her fright is over ; so, after a little 
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pranoiDg, Ae beoame qniet And then the g3rpsj innsted 
npon telling my fortune. I had never had my fortune told, 
and had no objection ; only I had no money, and the gypsy 
declared that it was essential that her hand should be crossed 
with a piece of silver. Luckily, Jacob, who is the handiest 
boy in the world, and always has a knife, or a bit of string, 
or a hooked stick, in his pocket, — in short, whatever one hap- 
pens to want, — luckily, Jacob had sixpence, and that, and 
the promise of sending him with half-a-crown to-day, con- 
tented her. So, then — " Here E^aty came to a full stop. 

" What then, dear Katy ? Pray go on," said Arthur. 

" Well, then she took my hand, and said there was a cross 
in the line of life ; that in a very few days — *^ 

" Go on, I entreat.'' 

« Some one should say he loved me ; but that he shoold 
really love not me, but my dearest friend." 

" Did she say more ? " 

** No. She was gone as suddenly as she appeared ; and 
to-day, when Jacob rode to take her the half-crown, she and 
the children had disappeared." 

" That is strange, indeed," observed the major ; " strangest, 
perhaps, of all. And you — " 

" I told the whole story to dear grandmamma ; and she 
advised me — to do — as I have done, in short," said poor 
Katy. " Was I wrong ? " 

" Never wrong," replied Arthur, very warmly, ** to follow 
in all things the dictates of one whose simplicity is the truest 
wisdom ! Never wrong to tell all that is in your own pure 
heart ! That woman must have been an emissary of Sir 
Vivian. Here is my father. We will not mention her to 
him." 

Lord Delancy's ecstasy in welcoming his future daughter- 
in-law was delightful to his son. " God grant that I may 
make her happy ! " was his inward prayer. 



OHAPTBE XIV. 

THX BOMAN STATION. 

Thb intended marriage, although known by eyerybodj, 
still passed as officially nnannouoced. The ceremony was to 
be performed with the strictest privacy, none bat the two 
fiunilies being present, and the young couple departing at 
once for a year's absence on the continent. A highly recom- 
mended maid, accustomed to foreign travel, had been engaged 
by Mrs. Osborne, and was now at Atherton. Honor's advice 
to Mrs. Warner had been that she only should accompany 
the fair bride. She knew Arthur well, and felt how tenderly 
he would bo drawn towards the sweet creature, who would 
depend upon him for her slightest action, her hourly amuse- 
ment, almost her daily speech. She knew the charm of 
intelligent ignorance when combined with youth and beauty. 
Here, that ignorance took its most graceful form. It was 
clearer every day that theirs was no love-match. The lady 
(allowing for her girlish modesty) was too open ; the gentleman, 
too reserved. But, daily intercourse would substitute for the 
frail passion, love, the firm but gradual foundations of habit, 
esteem and affection : no such bad change, after all. So 
Katy was to go alone. 

Lady Lucy, finding that the spouse she had selected for her 
niece was devoted to the turf and the dice-box, had repented 
her hasty anger, and had written to request her return. A 
brother of her father, also, struck by her spirit, or unwilling 
that so near a relative should be known to fill a dependent 
situatioD, had entreated her to make his house her home. 
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But, redsting both inyitations, Honor had promised Mrs. 
Waraer to remain at the Farm until Eaty should return to 
Atherton. 

Privately as everything was to be conducted, the prepara- 
tions for so long an absenoe, and the settlement of so large a 
property, consumed nearly the whole time to the day fixed 
for the payment of the mortgage ; and, at last, that very day 
itself had come to be chosen for signing the deeds and per- 
forming the marriage ceremony. 

Our friend Mr. Langhton, deeply engaged in this most 
important business, and other affairs connected with the 
executorship, had been little seen at Atherton. Sir Vivian, 
a bird of ill omen, was known to be flitting about the neigh- 
borhood, although his very name was carefully kept from the 
noble owner of the hall, just now furnished with a pleasant 
excitement in the presence of Mr. Langhton 's favorite, Mrs. 
Osborne. To show her the beauties of the vicinity filled 
pleasantly the time of expectation, always lingering, and 
never felt ^to linger so painfully as when, as in this case, 
expectation was mingled with anxiety. Nobody could tell 
why, nobody perhaps would have confessed to the feeling, 
but it weighed upon every mind ; and, as the time of sus- 
pense shortened (and it wanted now but three days to that 
fixed for the marriage), the weight pressed more and more 
heavily ; so they tried the old remedy, and drove about in 
hopes of leaving care behind. 

One of E^ty's greatest charms was her dark, glossy hair, 
ourling in close rings, like the tendrils of the vine, all round 
her neck, — that swan-like neck, on which her head was 
placed so finely. 

Before he had called her his queen, Mr. Langhton, who 
loved pct-namcs, and had always petted Katy, used to call 
her Miss Wigsby. And really it was difficult to imagine 
that such a quantity of bright curls all grew upon that little 
head. The bright hair, the bright eyes, the bright com- 
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plexioo, the bri^t teeth, the dimples, the mules, and the 
elastic figure, becomiDg every day more firm and Yigorons, 
all denoted health as perfect as a woman could enjoy ; bat 
perhaps, of all these tokens of youthful strength, the bright 
cnrls were the most striking. 

Mrs. Bell, proud as she well might be of her beautiful daugh- 
ter, took especial delight in all that displayed their shining 
luzurianoe. Accordingly, she had herself purchased for Eaty 
one of those flapping broad-leaved Le^om hats, aknost in 
the state in which they leave Tuscany, and brought it to 
Katy's room this very morning, to be worn on an excursion 
to an ancient Boman encampment, commanding the extensive 
and varied views chosen by the masters of the world for their 
walled towns and intrenched stations in barbarian lands. 

The party from the Hall was to form part of the expedi- 
tion. Mrs. Bell was to accompany Lady Cardonnel and 
Mrs. Osborne in the carriage, whilst the gentlemen rode on 
horseback with the younger ladies. 

Little as the two girls, who lived with each other more as 
elder sister with younger than as governess and pupil, were 
disposed to differ, this excursion caused something like a 
discussion between them. Eaty had taken one of her fancies 
that Honor should ride Britomarte. She wished to see how 
her two favorites looked together ; this, at least, was the 
reason she alleged. Perhaps her secret thought might bo a 
desire to leave the &vorite horso as a parting ^fb to the friend 
who staid behind to comfort her grandmamma. Of this she 
said nothing; and Honora, asserting her own desire to ride 
the good old pony as long as opposition on a trifling point 
seemed wise, at length consented. Ejity, with the new hat, 
and its long lute-string ribbons floating on the air, looked more 
than commonly radiant when she joined the party at the gate 
of the court-yard. Disappointment met her there in tho 
shape of another pet, or rather of his absence. 

Jacob Stokes, a true country boy, had not yet arrived at 
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the age in which countrj boys delight in finery ; those days 
were yet to come. At present his tendencies lay so mach in 
a contrary direction, that Katy, whose first thought had been 
to procure a new suit for this devoted follower, found the 
new suit want renewal so often, that she had been fain to 
coax Mr. Langhton into giving the Atherton tailor a perma- 
nent and unlimited order for Jacob's apparel. Even this 
magnificent provision sometimes failed. Jacob's tastes were 
semi-aquatic, so that his clothes were as often wet as dry. 
Jacob was a climber, and spent in the air — that is to say, on 
the tree-tops after squirrels and birds' nests — much of the 
time not passed in the water, so that his jacket and trousers 
were much oftener torn than whole. 

On this unlucky day both misfortunes had befallen tlie 
young gentleman. He had torn his every-day jacket and 
trousers in the most unseemly manner the night before, in 
an encounter with a jagged branch in his descent from a fir- 
tree ; which %tto ho had mounted to secure a pair of ring- 
doves, intended as a present for Miss Honor, having preferred 
the total ruin of his raiment and some damage to his skin to 
the possible loss of his birds. Whilst, on this very morning, 
an awkward ditcking from a boat on the mere had soaked his 
Sunday garmen£s through and through. 

Poor Jacob was an orphan, so that there were no kind 
female friends to sew up his rents or to dry his wettings. 
Indeed, Mrs. Bell, who used to declare that even Katy's 
fortune could never stand Jacob's waste, was one day heard 
to admit, in a fit of relenting, *' that, to be sure, the child 
had never known the comfort of a mother to scold him." So 
he put on such rags as did not offend against decency, proba- 
bly the pre-legacy suit, and, being rather ashamed to present 
himself at the Hall stables, — where, being a great favorite 
with masters and men, he was usually mounted on such occa- 
sions, — he made his appearance on his own old donkey, and, 
happening to fall in with his unfriend Mrs. Bell, got sent 
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off 80 peremptorily that, when inquired after by bis yoong 
mistrefls, neither he nor Marigold oooid be found. 

Mrs. Bell was indignant ; she ordered Joseph to attend her 
daughter. She harangaed on Jacob's iniquities : " In rags, 
and on his donkey ! But that boy will ride anything ; all 
Atherton knows that. There is nothing with four legs that 
Jacob won't ride. Before he was five years old," continued 
she, addressing herself now to an enlarged audience, *< some 
show-people, who came to the village with a camel and a mon- 
key, put him on the camel's hump, and had well-nigh carried 
him off to take the place of the monkey, only Dr. Glenham 
and Joseph set off in pursuit — the doctor not choosing a 
Christian child should be carried off for a monkey ! He cried 
to go with them then ; and some day or other you '11 see that 
he '11 be riding an elephant ! " 

Everybody took Jacob's part ; and Major Delancy promised 
that some fine morning she should see him so smart that she 
would not know him. 

Whilst this took place in one part of the group, a different 
dialogue was going on in another. 

" Why are you not riding Britomarte? have you quarrelled 
with her ? " said Lord Delancy to Katy. 

" No," was the reply ; " but Honor — " 

"O, Miss Clive!" interrupted Lord Delancy; "she, I 
suppose, has quarrelled with the pony ! " 

" No, dear Lord Delancy, — no, indeed ! I Had much ado 
to make Honor ride Britomarte, but I wanted to see them to- 
gether — "and then she stopped suddenly — "I'll tell you 
why, another time." 

By this time old Joseph had arrived, mounted on the steady 
steed that had for a dozen years drawn Mrs. Bell in her ouc- 
horse chaise to market, and dressed in the well-preserved suit 
in which he had, for at least as many years, driven his good 
mistress on week-days and attended church on the Sabbath; — 
looking, in. short, exactly like what he was, a most respectable 
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£mii-8erTant, but matchiog Lord I)eluicj*8 carriage, postil- 
ions and grooms, much worse than Jacob, whether on camel or 
donkey ! Katj jumped upon her pony, Mrs. Bell was handed 
into the carriage, and the cavalcade set forth. 

The road up to the downs on the opposite side of the valley 
to the beautiful demesne of Lord Delancy — which, beginning 
in park and gardens, merged into a wild and wooded chase — 
was little more than a cart-track. After leaving the village, 
with its corn-fields and meadows, cultivation disappeared bit 
by bit First came a bit of woodland, graphically called the 
" Scrubs," divided from the road by a stunted hedge, just now 
gay with the white blossoms of the wayfaring tree, giving 
token of a water-course firom the hills ; whilst on the other 
side of the road, gay slips of the beautifrd sainfoin, now in 
fuU flower, and gayer patches of turnip-seed in its yellow 
blossom, ran up between masses of rosset fune, or the short, 
parched-up grass on the steep ascent, foiming one of those 
contrasts seldom seen without the aid of man. 

The Scrubs edged o£f into a ragged fir plantation ; many 
trees looking dead or half-dead, the branches on one side being 
altogether sere and bare ; and then the trees ceased altogether 
in one wild group of Scotch firs, which flung their giant arms 
across the road, crowning the hill with a boldness worthy of 
the pencil of Salvator Rosa. 

They were now fairly on the downs. The whole party 
paused to look at Atherton, which lay below them as a pic- 
ture; its deep winding road, its bright waters, its gray church, 
its orchards, its cottages, its farm, and the magnificent paii: 
and mansion, which, in spite of all assurance, every one felt 
to be trembling in the balance. 

Lord Delancy gazed on the view, then on his son, and on 
the two young women as they sate together near the carriage, 
Katy bright as the summer air, Honor pale and silent besido 
her. A bitterness which he could not overcome passed across 
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him as his eye fell upon that pallid fkce, and noted how 
cautioosly his son avoided meeting those gentle looks. 

*' Now foT the view which I shall show jon," said Katj ; 
** the view which looks down npon three counties, and sees 
parts of more than I can tell. We must cross this ocean of 
downs, and then descend the willowy bottom, and then climb 
iq> the Hollow Way, and there we are." 

*' It is not so &r as Eaty's description would make you 
think," said Lady Cardonncl, parenthetically, to Mrs. Osborne. 
" The yiew, seen over an abrupt precipice, a sheer descent of 
craggy turf, is, on a clear day like this, really splendid." 

" Why, then, are we waiting?" asked Lord Delancy ; add- 
ing, with the cold respect which is so painful to its object, 
«* If Miss Clive will ride on, the carriage may follow." 

Honor made way instantly, and then exerted herself to 
manage the spirited creature she rode, and keep pace with the 
cavalcade. 

The level plain was passed at a canter, and they descended, 
at a somewhat slower rate, a hill which dipped into a bottom, 
where sallow bushes betrayed the presence of a stream that 
first trickled across a road (" the Hollow Way," as Katy 
called it), which seemed hardly wide enough for the carriage, 
and crept winding up the lofly hill that fronted them, the 
steepness being somewhat mitigated by the road sloping diag- 
onally round the shoulder of the hill to the top. On the som- 
mit was a narrow table-land, marked by an embankment, said 
to be of the time of the Bomans, terminated by the &mous 
view. 

They paused for a moment in the little valley, the postilions 
rather unwilling to risk their town-built carriage on so rugged 
a road, hoping, perhaps, that the ladies might prefer walking 
up the ascent. No such motion was made. Mrs. Bell was 
too well pleased to find herself, for the first time, in a carriage 
and four, to dream of quitting that post of grandeur ; and, 
of the other two, Mrs. Osborne feared the &tigue for Lady 
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Gardonnel, and Lady Gardonncl for Mrs. Osborne. So tihe 
postilions let the horses wet their mouths at the brooklet that 
crossed the road, and then slowly proeeeded in the wake of the 
riders. 

Katy was wild with glee. The fresh air of the hills, always 
so exhilarating ; the exercise which she loved so well ; the 
beauty of the day ; above all, the manner in which her two 
fiivorites. Honor and Britomarte, became each other, d(s 
lighted her very heart. Her new hat had fallen back, hang- 
ing only by the strings ; her glossy curls Were all dishevelled 
by the wind, and she galloped here and there, all her cares, 
even the coming wedding, forgotten, — laughing and shouting 
with her sweet young voice, and looking the whilst so exqui- 
sitely pretty that nobody cared to stop her. 

Lord Delancy, who saw that she had attracted Arthur's at- 
tention, was quite provoked when her mother, in care for her 
complexion, and rather scandalized at her want of decorum, 
called to her to put on her hat. 

Katy was, at the moment when she received this command, 
rather ahead of Honora, on the lower side of the winding 
road; and, chancing to obey it, gave the large flapping Le^ 
horn hat, with its long streamers, such a toss right in the eyes 
of the high-bred and skittish mare, that she sprang off like a 
racer, with the Hollow Way for a course and the precipice for 
a goal. 

A general scream issued from the carriage. 

'^ She is a dead woman, " said Lord Delancy, in a voice so 
deep and unearthly that it was heard through all the sliriller 
exclamations of the terrified women. 

" Follow her ! For God's sake, stop her ! Will you lot her 
jMjrish before your eyes ? " cried Lady Cardonnel. 

The old servant, Joseph, to whom this was addressed, an- 
swered : 

" Arf to stopping, my lady, that is sooner said than done. 
And as to following, if any one attempts to follow her 
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he signs her death-warrant. That nuure 's thorough-bred, and 
the sound of another horse following on the hard road would 
be like whip and spur. The poor young ladj has one chance ; 
the hill is the steepest in the country, and if she can but 
keep h^ heart and her seat — " 

" Katy ! my Katy ! " interrupted Mrs. Bell, with a moth- 
er's piteous cry; " the pony 's off, too ! *' 

And it was indeed obvious that the pony was following, at 
^1, but unequal speed, the track of the mare. A few seconds 
made it also evident that this poor animal had not run away, 
but that it was urged forward by its rider, whoso generous 
but uncalculating efforts to save her friend would probably 
have no other result than her own destruction. 

Joseph, although his own weight and the age of lus horse 
rendered any attempt to overtake them out of the question, 
was j^o moved by the cries of his mistress and the danger of her 
child, that he galloped forward together with the grooms, to 
render assistance, if assistance were possible, or to bring relief 
from the tcnible uncertainty that prevailed. The carriago- 
hoTscs were also urged to their utmost speed ; and, for the 
first time. Major Delancy was missed and inquired for. 

At the moment after Britomarte's starting, he had leaped 
the bank which divided the road from the down, and was now 
seen pursuing a parallel course higher up the hill, evidently 
intending to gain an angle from which he might dart on the 
terrified steed. It was the only chance of saving Honora ; 
but the party in the carriage saw with sinking hearts that it 
diminished every moment, — that the strength of the heavy 
roadster, and the skill of his rider, would tell as nothing, com- 
pared with the spirit, tlie fleetness, and the goading fear, of 
the blood animal on which she was mounted. The mare 
gained ground at every stroke, Katy still following witli hope- 
less perseverance, and Arthur a little in advance of the pony, 
but still striving vainly to get up to Honor. 

The road now wound suddenly round the shoulder of tho 
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hill, and one by one the riders disai^peared firom the pariy in 
the carriage, whose fear became more intense as the uncer- 
tainty increased and the precipice neared. 

Mrs. Bell, in spite of all dissuasion, continued mechanically 
to scream, " My Katy ! my child ! my child ! my Katy ! " 
Lady Cardonnel was in gasping, sobbing, choking hysterics ; 
and Mrs. Osborne drowned in tears. But the person who 
probably felt most was he who neither wept, nor sighed, nor 
screamed, — the stem and proud Lord Delancy, whose last 
glance at that gentle creature had been a glance of hatred, 
whose last word a word of scorn. 

Moments seemed ages in that agony of fear, and yet all 
dreaded its termination. They urged the drivers forward as 
if they had dared to hope, and yet they all knew that, hu- 
manly speaking, hope there was none. 

Suddenly a loud, discordant shout was heard coming round 
the side of the hill, and fear for a moment seemed lost in cer- 
tainty. All felt that it proceeded from Joseph's horror at 
witnessing the fatal plunge. 

This conclusion passed through every mind, and Katy 
seemed now the only care; when suddenly, as they were 
wheeling round the steep ascent, Joseph himself was seen ad- 
vancing, waving his hat and shouting with the voice of a 
stcntor that all was well. 

A few minutes more brought them their intended destina- 
tion, the Soman camp, where they found the whole of the 
actors in the scene as safe as Joseph had asserted, and rein- 
forced by two new characters, in the shape of Marigold, and 
Jacob Stokes on his beloved donkey. 

When they arrived, old Joseph had just lifted Honora from 
her saddle and placed her on the grass, where she sat, very 
pale, trembling, and silent Major Delancy, equally silent 
and equally pale, was holding the pony. Jacob, still seated on 
his donkey, kept a tight grip of Britomarte, whilst Katy stood 
leaning over her dear governess, alternately laughing and 
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crying; now kissiDg the pale dieelu of lier fiiend, now diak- 
ing hands with Jacob Stokes ; praising him, defending Bri- 
tomarte, and accusing herself, all in a breath. Mrs. Bell 
seized on Katy for the doable purpose of hugging and scolding, 
and the rest of the party showered, question after question 
upon the truant boy and Major Delancy. From his short, 
breathless answers, and the more detailed account of Katy's 
squire, it appeared that that faith^l adherent, finding him- 
self excluded from the expedition, and thinking, as ho ex- 
pressed it, that his young lady might want him, had set off by 
a nearer bridle-road to the place of destination, where he lay 
perdu behind the bank. When Britomarto approached, he 
and Marigold started up so suddenly before her eyes, that 
their appearance and his shout of alarm had the effect of 
turning that sensitive animal from her dangerous path, and 
caiLscd her so fur to slacken her speed, that, in clambering over 
the steep bank that bordered the road on the safer side, Miss 
Cliove's own efforts had stopped her. Jacob, no mean judge, 
volunteered high praise of the young lady's courage and 
horsemanship. 

" Miss Katy could not have sate the mare better." 

Katy had been taken care of by her betrothed bridegroom. 
Too late to stop the first runaway, he had probably saved the 
life of the second, whose over-urged pony had reached the 
very brink of the crag without power to check its speed, and 
now stood quivering in every limb with the sense of escaped 
danger. 

The whole party, leaving the mother and daughter to their 
natural transports, had now gathered round Miss Clive, 
who sate, as in a trance, making no reply to Lady Cardon- 
nePs congratulations, and neither returning nor seeming to 
notice the affectionate caresses of Mrs. Osborne. She re- 
mained seemingly unconscious of all that was passing round 
her, until Lord Delancy asked, in a broken voice, 

^ Are you hurt, Honora ? " 

9 
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The name and the aocent seemed to thrill tiuroogh her 
frame. She shivered, looked up with one of her sweet 
smiles, said, " No, I am quite well ! '* and sank buck in a 
Minting fit upon the turf. 

It is hardly necessary to add that none of them looked at 
the fiimoos proq)ect they had come to visit. 



CHAPTER XV. 

TEMPTATION. 

Whilst these events were proceeding at' the old Roman 
Station, the Rectory was the soene of a somewhat unexpected 
visitation. 

It had happened this morning that the good doctor had re- 
ceived a proof of the " Troades," which, printed at the Uni- 
versity press, and submitted to a learned friend in one of the 
colleges, was enriched- with annotations and queries, which, 
however profitable to the future correctness of the edition, 
had, for the moment, the effect of driving the excellent editor 
well-nigh crazy. Questions which seemed settled were thrown 
open ; doubts which had been smoothed down into certain- 
ties were resolved into their old unsatisfactory form ; and a 
universal note of interrogation seemed spread over the new 
readings, which were to convince every scholar, from Cam- 
bridge to Gottingen. Dear Dr. Glenham felt, as many a 
dabbler in print has felt before him, that the pen of a critical 
friend is a sharp weapon. 

When the packet arrived he was in the act of dressing ; 
and, stopping the operation of the toilet to look over the 
proof, ran down, just as he was, to his library, to examine 
various editions, and muster up authorities for the use of a 
disputed monosyllable, which seemed to him a question of life 
and death. 

Now, the doctor adhered rigidly to his old, clerical costume 
of black stockings and knee breeches ; and having forgotten 
to leave off the gauze stockings which he wore in the winter 
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(wiUioat editing a play of Earipidos, one may contrive some- 
times to forget that it is summer in our climate), and being 
in the act of donning his silken hose, he still presented the 
somewhat anomalous appearance of one black leg and one 
white one, when, several hours afterwards, Sir Vivian Delancy 
was ushered into his library. 

At no point of his editorial labors had that den of disorder 
assumed such an appearance of confusion as now. Books 
covered the tables ; books littered the chairs ; books strewed 
the floor. The room looked as untidy as the master, — who, 
besides the odd legs, had one knee-buckle unfastened, no studs 
in either wristband, which straggled forth from his gray dress- 
ing-gown, and no cravat round his neck, — and this at four 
o'clock of a fine summer day ! 

Host and visitor were taken aback ; this, however, could 
not last long. Dr. Glcnham, always a gentleman, recovered 
at once from his learned abstraction, and from the shame of 
being caught in it ; and Sir Vivian, a man of the world, with 
a point to gain, took care to see as little of the disorder as 
mi^t be ; ho even, whilst the rector was clearing a seat for 
him, contrived to intimate his admiration of the rare scholar- 
ship evinced by the books amidst which he stood, and to ex- 
press something like envy of the learned abstraction, of which 
the result would be the enlightenment of the world in general, 
and of the universities in particular. 

The doctor, now completely aroused, kept his own counsel 
as to the manner in which his labors had been called to ac- 
count by one of the most eminent luminaries of those univer- 
sities ; and, waiving his guest's compliments with something 
like a' deprecatory smile, requested to know in what he could 
be of use to him. 

" You hardly seem to remember me, Dr. Glenham," said 
the guest ; "yet, surely, you were rector of Atherton when I 
returned from India, longer ago than I like to remember." 

'< Yes," replied the doctor, " I was so, but your visit was, I 
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think, a short one ; and I was mndi engaged at Cambridge, 
not haying chosen to resign my coll^ tntorship, until ^e 
examination of my pupils had taken place, — two of them 
were wranglers of the year. We must, however, have met ; 
and it does not need a personal acquaintance to inspire me 
with a deep interest in the welfare of any of the family of 
Delancy." 

Sir Vivian bowed as accepting the compliment, and the 
good doctor continued : 

** I owe to Lord Delanoy the home where my days have 
passed easily, happily, and not, I trust, without benefit to my 
flock. He has much contributed by his society and his cooper- 
ation to my personal enjoyment, and my pastoral usefulness ; 
whilst to his son Arthur I am bound by all those associations 
which link the old to the young. I have patted his head as 
a child, and have lived to see him fulfilling the promise of his 
boyhood, as a brave and honorable man. Next to my own 
household I love the Delancy's ; and I confess. Sir Yivian, 
that the sight of you in this house is very pleasant to me, 
since I cannot but hope that even now, at the eleventh hour, 
you have done me the honor to select me as the bearer of 
friendly overtures to persons who are, after all, your nearest 
kinsmen. I know that there is in the very incidents of a 
law-suit (which is, after all, a sort of warfare) an clement 
which, while it pushes on to conquest, serves also to embitter 
the combatants. But when once the battle is won, it is in 
the nature of all men — e^)ecially, as we are apt to believe, 
of all Englishmen — to forgive and forget; a process much 
easier, by the way, to the victor than to the vanquished. If 
you come to mo as a peacemaker, I shall most readily accept 
the office." 

Dr. Glenham spoke in perfect good faith. Lord Dclancy, 
too proud a man to make unnecessary confidences, had never 
alluded to the private wrongs which had envenomed the one 
great wound ; and the simple scholar, ignorant of the desper- 
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ate state of his noble friend's affairs, hoped and believed tbat 
the sore might yet be healed by a few concessions on cither 
side, and that Sir Vivian had fixed upon him as the medi- 
ator. 

" First, let me ask, my good ur, whether you happen to 
know how matters stand betwixt us ? " inquired his guest.. 

" No other way," replied the doctor, " than as all men who 
read the papers kuow of the great will cause. One of those 
causes terrible to the contending parties, in which, wherever 
the abstract right may lie, there is on either side such a show 
of reason and such a chance of success, that lawyers may 
honestly urge on their clients fk'om term to term, from year to 
year, from lustre to lustre, until the expenses of the loser may 
even exceed the value of the original object of contention. In 
such a case, it behoves the rich man who succeeds to consider 
the state of the poor kinsman who loses, and ^" 

" Why, there it is," interrupted Sir Vivian. " There is 
the crying injustice ! They, the losers and their firiends, talk 
of tlie great law-suit as the cause of their ruin, utterly forget- 
ting the reckless extravagance of generation upon generation, 
— builders of mansions, collectors of pictures, furnishers of 
libraries, wasters and spendthrifts in every shape ; and then — 
nay, hear me out, good doctor — then, when the first and only 
man of their race who for two centuries has known how to 
make money, and how to keep it, steps in to preserve the old 
property in the old name, he is visited with as much reproadi 
and reprobation as if in lending his own money he had com-' 
mittod a highway robbery, or as if demanding it back were a 
murder." 

" I am to understand, then. Sir Vivian," said the rector, 
" that the report which announced you as the real holder of 
the largo mortgages on your kinsman's property is true ? And, 
if you have indeed advanced the money with the view of re- 
taining the old estates in the old name, and making Major 
Delanoy your heir in fact, as he is in law, I, for one, shall 
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hear of mich a pnrpoBe with unmingled ploasare and admins 
taon." 

Sir Yiyiai] answered the part of this speech which suited 
him, leaying the conclasion unnoticed. 

<* Yes, I hold mortgages oyer the entire property ; and, if 
not redeemed by twelve o'clock at noon on the day after to« 
morrow, notice of foreclosore having been duly given, the 
estates and manors of Atherton and Delanoy, with all their 
royalties and dependencies, become absolutely mine. It was 
not, however, of this. Dr. Glenham, that I came to speak. 
They tell me that you aro excellent as a parish priest, — the 
friend as well as the pastor of your flock ; and I come to 
make appeal to you in that character, in behalf of the widow 
and the orphan, — not such as require the common succor 
that riches can give, but those to whom riches has proved a 
peril fur greater than poverty; the simple-minded parents, 
who arc about to fling the richest heiress in England, her- 
self almost a child, into the arms of a landless and penniless 
soldier. 

" Be very sure, Sir Vivian," said the doctor, " that the 
whole circumstances of the estate aro known to them all. 
Mrs. Warner declared to me, herself, that the son of her old 
landlord, one whom she had known from his earliest child- 
hood, was in her eye preferable to the son of the richest duke 
in England. Katy will have enough for both." 

" A man ten years her senior ! " 

" Pshaw ! my good sir ! — a man of six-and-twenty and a 
girl of sixteen are contemporaries. Katy, to be sure, is full 
young. But these great heirs are somewhat in the position 
of princes, and aro affianced and wedded at an earlier age 
than common mortals. Poor things ! it is a part of then: 
destiny to lose the joyous privilege of girlhood^ the happy 
years that come between the restraints of the child and the 
cares of the matron. But the young couple aro going abroad, 
where, without any set form of instruction, so quick and docile 
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a fpil as Katy will inaensibly acqfoire all that is wanting to 
fit her for the station she will hayo to filL No man is more 
aooomplishfid than Major Dclancj, or more calculated to train 
a clever, uneducated girl into a cultivated wife. She is most 
Sbrtunato in having fiillen into such hands.'* 

<* You think so ? " said Sir Vivian, with a veiy peculiar 
expression. Then, drawing his chair close to his host, he con- 
tinued, in a low voice and with frequent pauses, 

*' Have you seen, Dr. Glenham, a young woman, by name 
Honora Olive, who now fills the post of governess to Miss 
Warner ? Yes. You know her, then ? Did you ever hear 
that, three years ago, that young lady was known as the 
daughter of Colonel Olive, and of his wife. Lady Honora, 
daughter of the fiunous beauty, the Countess of Eossborough, 
and connected with half the noble families in Ireland ? No. 
You did not know this ? Well, this young lady, whoso father 
and brother were then alive, was the object of an idolatrous 
passion on the part of Arthur Dclancy. You look mistrust- 
fully. Ask Lady Cardonnel ; ask, if you will. Major De- 
lancy or Miss Clive. They were quartered together at 
Valenciennes during the time the allied armies occupied 
Franco. The brother and the lover were bosom friends." 

<( Do you mean to say that they were betrothed ? " inqmred 
Dr. Glenliam. 

" Of tliat I know nothing. What I do know is that three 
years ago he was madly in love. The father and brother 
were living then ; now they are dead, and she is hero a poor 
govoniciiis, the hired governess of his destined bride." 

** A Btrango tale ! " exclaimed the rector, in spite of him- 
self, much startled. 

** A true tale ! " said the visitor, " on that I will pledge 
my life. Make the best you can of it, and you will find the 
poor girl deserted and the rich one married. You know Miss 
Olive, you say. I have never seen her ; but I have heard, 
and I can well believe, that the elegant and cultivated woman 
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still nudntaioB her inflaence ; that the red and white of Eat j'b 
cheek is TaloelcsB in her soitor'B eyes, compared with the 
grace, the talent, the composed sweetness, of her rival. Think 
yon yourself what chance of domestic felicity may bo found 
in an alliance b^inning with a preference for another. 
Hearken, Dr. Glenham, — these women are, as it were, flung 
upon your protection. It becomes your character and your 
office to acquaint Mrs. Warner with idiat you have heard ; 
to caution her that the future happiness, ay, and the future 
conduct and reputation, of a girl so young, so beautiful, and 
so unguarded as her granddaughter, may bo wrecked in this 
union. There is no man whose position renders him so fit to 
giye this warning. There is no one," added he, in a still 
lower yoicc, " so interested in the warning being heeded. Tell 
her to make her granddaughter at once a ward in Chancery ; 
and then, if, three years hence, the fine and spirited lad, her 
old playmate, who did not wait for her riches to lay his heart 
at her feet, should bo objected to for want of wealth, I 
promise to settle upon him all this estate of Atherton, with its 
goodly farms and manors, its waters and its woodlands, its 
(biases and its downs, — ay, and the advowson to boot, which 
would be a proyision for his brother. Break off this marriage 
— only break off this marriage — and rely on me for more 
than I have promised." And, without waiting for an answer. 
Sir Vivian departed. 

And what said our good doctor, as, still with one white leg 
and one black, he sank back into his seat ? 

»* Tempter ! " cried he, " tempter ! " 

It is one of the safeguards of the simple, good folks of this 
world, that the cunning, wicked ones seldom give them credit 
for real goodness. They think, for the most part, that every- 
body is marketable, and that any resistance they may happen 
to meet with will yield to a higher bidding ; and so they lose 
the benefit of much previous caution by a too open avowal of 
their ulterior purpose. 
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Had Sir Yiyiao oontented himsdf with the impreadoD 
which he had really made, by stating that which was actually 
true of Major Delancy and Miss Cliye, and garnishing that 
traih with his own fiUse inferences, he would so far have car- 
ried his point as to have sent the doctor, full of alarm, to 
caution Mrs. Warner. The allusion to Harry, and the bribe 
of the bequest of Athcrton, showed at once that either a 
revenge was his object for ^diich no price could be too 
high, — or that, as seemed most probable, he feared that the 
long-coveted property should be snatched from his grasp at 
the last moment, redeemed by Bichard Strangers hoards. 

'< I will go to her," thought the doctor, " to warn her 
against this man's machinations. 1 11 go to her at once," 
resolved he, magnanimously, throwing aside the Greek com- 
mentator which had stolen into his hand ; <* and then I 'U come 
back and put up the proof. After all, I was a fool to vex 
myself about my good friend's criticisms. He is an able man, 
a very able man ; but he has not given himself to this play 
for six months, as I have done. So I shall stick to my own 
readings, and desire the printer to send the other sheets 
straight to me." 

A wise resolution, which, to the honor of boUi these 
worthies, caused no coolness on either side. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

BELENTINQS. 

When Dr. Glenham reached the Great Farm, he fonnd ito 
excellent mistress just recoyering from the emotion which she 
had undergone, in hearing of the danger of the two girls, who 
might be said to divide her heart between them ; Honor's 
sweetness had fairly captivated Mrs. Warner. 

"Think if we had lost her!" exclaimed the old lady. 
^ Katy would have died too; for, first and last, her giddiness 
was the cause of the danger. She would insist on Honor's 
riding the mare. Then she flirted her great hat right in front 
of that skittish creature's eyes. And then, poor thing, she set 
off as hard as the pony could lay legs to the ground, to follow 
the runaway, thus causing her to redouble her speed. We 
never can be thankful enough to that little lad, Jacob Stokes, 
who is always in the way when ho is wanted, and was cer- 
tainly, under Providence, the saving of dear Honor ; as 
Major Delancy, by his great presence of mind and admirable 
horsemanship, was the rescuer of Katy. What a blessing it 
is to think that that dear child will have such a protector 
through the trials of life ! " 

" I am exactly of your opinion, Mrs. Warner," said the 
doctor ; " but I have just had a visitor whose object was to 
inspire both of us with very different feelings." 

And then, being alone with the good lady, — Mrs. Bell 
having insisted on the young ladies' lying down, and being 
engaged in narrating the escape, and diliiting upon Jacob's 
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merits to ererybodj who would listen to her, — lie related the 
whole conversation. 

" May Heaven forgive him ! " said she. " He must be as 
old as I am, and yet he thinks of nothing but money and 
revenge. The money he must leave behind him, as poor 
Richard Strange has done. But revenge, — that is a griev- 
ous load to carry with him to the grave, and beyond the 
grave ! May God turn his heart, for he alone can ! As to 
this matter, dear Dr. Glenham, it is certain that Arthur De- 
lancy did propose to Honor, throe years ago, and that she 
refused him. He told Katy so himself, and that accounts for 
a sort of shyness which has always existed between them ; 
men seldom pardon a rejection of that sort. It always over- 
sets Honor to think of the days when she lived with her father 
and her brother Lionel. You know that she gave her little 
portion to purchase Captain Olive's commission, and to pay 
his debts. He seems to have been one of those charming per- 
sons (not very prudent) for whom wives, and sbters, and 
mothers, often do sacrifice their all. Then her father's death 
left her homeless, and she lived with an aunt, who was a 
match-maker. But Honor did not like match-making; so she 
came here, — a blessing wherever she goes ! I should miss her 
almost as much as Katy." 

The next morning brought Mr. Osborne and the marriage 
settlements, but no Mr. Langhton. His partner, however, as- 
sured Lord Delancy that he might rely on seeing him with 
the money by ten o'clock the succeeding forenoon, when the 
deeds were to be signed, and the money at once paid to Sir 
Vivian, to whom and to whose solicitor formal notice to that 
effect had been given. This was driving matters fearfully 
close ; but Mr. Langhton had never yet failed, Mr. Osborne 
asserted, in a business appointment, and would certainly not 
begin his shortcomings with a client whom he so much re- 
spected, a friend whom he so much loved. The reason as- 
■igned for the delay was the receipt of a large sum of the 
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Stnogo effects, which was to be pud late that eyening. He 
was also to bring a special license. 

Accordingly, the gentlemen were closeted all the morning, 
reading over the settlements, at their absent friend's request. 
Lord Delancy's composure surprised his son; who, indeed, 
showed more anxiety on his account than he did. 

The ladies had agreed to take an early dinner at the Hall, 
and spend the af^moon in fishing on the mere. But only 
Mrs. Bell and her daughter arriyed. 3Irs. Warner had been 
a little shaken by the afler-shock of yesterday's alarm, and 
Honor stayed to take care of her. 

Between six and seven these two friends were aeated 
together in an arbor, where lilac and acacia, the wandering 
clematis and the tasselled lime, gave fragrance the whole 
summer through. At this moment, however, a profusion of 
honeysuckles, straggling and twisting amongst them all, shed 
their unrivalled perfume upon the air, banning to emit their 
delicious odors just as the sun declines and the dew rises. In 
firont of the arbor a broad turf-walk led to the house, bordered 
on either side by a row of pinks, alternately white and red, 
backed up by clumps of white rocket, double July-flowers and 
fraxinclla, and these again by moss-roses, white lilies, and 
sweet peas. Behind them nicely-trained espaliers formed a 
verdant wall, concealing a kitchen-garden, which, if it had 
existed in our days, would have carried off half the prizes in 
the country. That kitchen-garden was the pride of old 
Joseph's heart. 

He, however, was away in the hay-field. It was his little 
grandson, Jacob, who had just deposited upon the tea-table, at 
which Honor was officiating, a plate of strawberries, real 
hautbois, which he declared could not bo matched at the Hall. 
They came from Miss Katy's own garden, and he had been 
sent from the lake on purpose to gather them for her grand- 
mamma and Miss Honor. " Miss Katy," Jacob said, " had 
had a great mind to oome henelf ; bat iha major had been 
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answerable for his ohooeing the best, and Baid he might be 
trusted. He liked the major, ^onld he say the strawberries 
were good ? " 

"Excellent! Jacob. Grandmamma's kindest love,^ said 
Honor. 

Jacob turned to go, and at the ude of the path stood Lord 
Belanoj. 

« There is no mischief, dear Mrs. Warner ! No accident," 
said he, ^ving Jacob a kind parting tap. ** I am not a 
herald of ill fortune. But, having been engaged all Ihe 
morning with important papers, and unable to get here, I 
could not satisfy myself without ascertaining in person that 
you have not suffered from the agitation of hearing of our late 
sad adventure, and that she whose danger caused us all so 
much alarm has recovered the physical ill effects of such peril. 
We saw yesterday that, perfect as was her self-command in 
the hour of struggle, her strength gave way when the demand 
for it had passed." 

** 0, my lord ! " said Honor, " do not speak so kindly, or 
I shall give way again. Hiere are some voices whose sym- 
pathy goes straight to the heart Your goodness would over- 
set mo quite." 

** Well, you and Mrs. Warner must give me some tea," 
replied he, cheerfully, as Bachel and her followers appeared in 
the walk with the bright copper tea-kettle and the whole 
apparatus ; '* and then, with her leave, we will have a little 
talk." 

Nowhere is the meal so dear to woman, the English tea 
eaten in such perfection, as at an old-fashioned farm-house. 
The thick, fVesh cream, the newly-churned butter, the home- 
baked bread, the home-made cakes, and the female ministry, 
in the sweet evening air, perfamod with flowers and with the 
passage of heavy waggons loaded with hay, all made it a 
feast of country luxuries; yet, even with the addition of 
Katy's strawberries, the meal passed away almost untasted. 
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Neaily at the nme nKnaent with her serving-maidens, Mrs. 
Warner retired to the house ; making a pretext of patting in 
water a white rose, in which she had foond the earliest golden 
beetle of the year. E[aty loved to look at those glittering 
green wings, and then to retom the pretty insect unharmed to 
its trefB. 

*' You stay there, my dear," was her parting injunction. 
Sot very oalm and very pale, Honor stayed. 

Paler and less cahn. Lord Delancy stood before her. 

^ I oome to you a culprit, Miss Clive ; — nay ; hear me 
oat, dear Honor ! I know that you desire none of these con- 
fessions, but it is a comfort to me to pour them forth. When, 
between five and six years ago, my son, then a very young 
man, made acquaintance with your accomplished brother, one 
of the most promising officers in the service, I was delighted 
to promote in every way I could an intimacy which so 
thoroughly commanded my approbation. They visited me 
together at Belancy Castle, and at my house in town ; and I 
travelled with them in Switzerland, Germany, and Italy; 
never separating, in short, until the war, which terminated at 
Waterloo, recalled the young men to their respective re^- 
ments, whilst I myself returned to England, almost as much 
attached to Lionel Clive as to my own Arthur. Little did 
either divine that a few short months would cause me to 
repent that intimacy ; that the chance which threw my son 
into the same town with Lionel's father and sister — already 
predisposed to be his friends, firom the friendship which united 
him with their son and brothef — should change all my feelings 
towards the family. But already, although I dared not own 
it even to myself, I felt, I knew, that the fatal suit on which 
all our fortunes were staked was virtually lost ; and that, in 
marrying a girl of high family and small portion, Arthur was 
insuring misery to himself and to her. I found all my fears 
verified when I heard from • Lady Cardonncl that, for the first 
time in his life, he loved a woman worthy of him in every 
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sense of tihe word. I told her (what, indeed, she already 
guessed) how matters stood with me; and her next letter 
brought the unexpected tidings that Arthur had sought jour 
hand and had been rejected. When my son returned to 
England, this subject was never mentioned. Then came 
successive blows upon your house and mine : the death of 
poor Lionel, followed so rapidly by that of Colonel Clive ; the 
loss of this law-suit, and the discovery of the real mortgagee. 
In these miserable money anxieties every generous feeling 
seems to die ; and this passage of Arthur's life was forgotten, 
like a dream, until, most unexpectedly, I found Miss Clive in 
the governess of the young girl — the very sweet young girl 
(let me do her no injustice !) whom circumstances had induced 
me to select as my future daughter-in-law. The name, the 
Christian name, the face and voice so like poor Lionel, and, 
more than all, the averted looks of Arthur, convinced me that 
I saw indeed the Honor Clive whom he had so loved." 

Here Honor broke in — " Nay ; now, my lord, hear me, 
and believe me, I conjure you, when I say that, strange as it 
seems, I never heard the name of Atherton in conjunction 
with yours ; nor ever, till we were at the gates of this house, 
heard Lord Dclancy mentioned as the landlord of Mrs. 
Warner. Then Mr. Lan^ton can tell you how earnestly I 
entreated him to return." 

" He has told me so," said Lord Delan(^. " I know that 
you were ignorant of the connection." 

" Without confessing all that has passed," continued she, 
" I felt that I could not convey to Mr. Langhton the strong 
motives that prompted my desire to return. I submitted 
therefore to enter the family, and to incur the risk of a sus- 
picion, which, I rejoice to find, is now swept away from your 
lordship's mind. And, indeed, except the grief of seeing my 
dear brother's friends so cold to his poor sister (and that is 
over now), what harm has been done? Major Delancy, 
except in one generous expression of regret to see me in a 
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dependent ritaation, has never breaibed a word which oould 
implj a reooUection of our former aoqnaintance ; and when 
to-morrow he carries away as his bride that sweetest child 
of all the earth, fresh and pnre as one of her own roses, 
he will not, I think, find her the worse fbr the six months 
that we haye spent together in sisterly love." 

** Honor ! " said Lord Delancy, ** I come to say to yon 
that I repent not only of my sins towards yon (those, I see, 
that you have forgiven), bat of my deep wrongs towards 
Arthur and towards myself I have been carried away by many 
passions, all of them evil ; by pride, by hatred, by an inordi- 
nate love of station and position, and an inordinate worship 
of my own family. Partly, too, I have been led astray by 
sins that hide themselves in fairer names, — by a devotion to 
art as it lives in splendid mansions and in great collections, 
by a love of science and of learning as seen in great libraries, 
of fine scenery as shown in drest gardens : as if beauty 
were not as general as the blue sky and the green earth ! — 
as if the best books were not also the commonest ! — as if 
home were not as dear in the cottage as in the palace ! The 
one thing, Honor, that cannot bo supplied is love. It is my 
firm belief that Arthur's aflfcctioDS are still yours; and I 
come to you to lay his fate and mine at your feet. Let this 
mercenary marriage be broken off. Let us go forth poor and 
happy. There will still be something left. The commander- 
in-chief knew and prized your father, knows and prizes 
Arthur. I shall not be too proud to share a soldier's home; 
and, if I have seemed proud and stem to you, Honor, only 
consent to be my daughter, and you shall find how well your 
father will pay his long debt of love." 

Honor leaned her head on her hands. Perhaps she prayed 
for power to resist what was indeed a sore temptation. K 
so, her prayer was granted. She looked up, with gentle com- 
posore. 

jLKy dear lord," she said, ** I thank you, from the bottom 



162 

of mj heart, for & goodness and % confidence which will be % 
comfort to me as long as I live. But this which you propose 
most not be. These dear and excellent women, who haye 
behaved so nobly and so trustingly, most not be abandoned* 
Strong, indeed, most have been your determination to sacri- 
fice your own wishes and your own interests to the fiuicied 
wishes of your son, when it caused you to forget that your 
honor and his are pledged to Katy, and to those who have 
influenced her in thb engagement Be assured that Major 
Delancy would not allow such a sacrifice. Be certain, also, 
that no happiness could follow an union so brought about. 
He will find, as we all find, that the only true felicity is ia 
the path of duty. He and that sweetest girl will depart 
to-morrow for the continent, she looking to him for every 
act and word. Think how that will endear her to one so 
kind and generous as Arthur ! As for me, I shall only have 
too many homes. Mrs. Warner, Mrs. Osborne, Lady Oar- 
donnel, Mr. Langhton, my own relations, are all earnest in 
invitations ; and your lordship will see, before many years 
are passed, that I shall be amongst your own guests at Ather- 
ton, with no other feeling on any side than that of the sinoer- 
est firiendship." 






CHAPTEB XVII. 

A WXDimrO UOBHINO. 

Ths next morxuDg there was not a dond in the sky, hardly 
a breese to wave the nncut grass in the npland pastures ; 
never was dawn so lovely as that which nshered in the wed- 
ding-day of the heir of Atherton and his blooming bride. 

It had need be pregnant with good omens, that busy morn- 
ing, wben, be the marriage private as it may, so much of 
the outward and the frivolous is mingled strangely and jar- 
ringly with the deepest emotions, with trembling hope and 
lurking fear. Ah, those orange-blossoms! those Brussels 
veUs ! how often have they overhung tearftd eyes and pallid 
cheeks! Taken at the very best, — say that affection have 
presided over the union, let friends consent and fortune smile, 
— even then what a wrench it is from old habits, old homes, 
and old affections. That bridegroom had need be very dear for 
whose sake the beloved resigns the companions of her whole 
maiden life, the familiar household names, the every-day 
sights and sounds, the thousand cherished associations, of which 
the full charm is never felt till they are lost. 

With Eaty it was a more than ordinary plunge. She left 
not only the dear home of which she had been the delight, 
but the safe and happy station in which she had been reared ; 
that station too low for pride, too affluent for want, full 
of healthy occupation, and exempt from all restraint except 
that of womanly propriety, which is perhaps amongst the 
most blessed upon earth. She was to return to Atherton, 
but she left forever the Great Farm. Poor Eaty ! 
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It seemed as if nntil that morning she had never {Uly 
realized her position. She hong round her mother's neck ; 
she clang to her grandmother's knees; she ponrcd forth floods 
of tears on Honor's bosom. It was quite certain that she 
hngged old Bachel, Flora, Marigold, Britomarte, and the 
pony ; it is not quite certain that she did not hug Jacob 
Stokes. 

The first drop of consolation came from that young gentle- 
man: 

*< Never mind me, Miss Katy ! Don't take leave of me ; 
I 'm going too," cried Jacob. " Don't you see how fine I 
am? I'm to be your page, or whatever you choose to make 
of me, and Britomarte and Marigold are to follow with the 
major's horses. That was setUcd last night in the boat. 
The major asked me how you liked your new maid, and 
whether I thought you had a fancy for any more of your old 
people. Bless you. Miss Katy, you may carry away half 
Atherton, if you like. He and the old lord think of nothing 
but making you happy — just look at my jacket ! " 

K&ij turned him round and round; admired the silver 
filigree buttons ; thought how kind it was to take with her 
the things she had been used to at home ; wiped away her 
tears, and was comforted. 

Mr. Langhton's non-arrival the night before had rendered 
it necessary (as has been said elsewhere) to transact on that 
very wedding morning the formal official business of the 
redemption of the title-deeds. He had written in the clearest 
manner to Lord Dclancy that he should arrive at ten o'clock ; 
that the settlements should then be signed, the money paid, 
and the young couple married. The Dclancy Arms was the 
spot fixed upon for redeeming the securities, and none who 
knew Mr. Langhton could allow themselves to doubt of his 
being there in time. 

Accordingly the party from the Hall, and Dr. Glenham, 
met at nine o'clock at the farm, the bridegroom bringing no 
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other present to the flower loving^l than a nosegay of such 
as she loved best They suited well her delicate dress ; and 
the beauty which, enhanced by sensibility, seemed more win- 
ning than ever, 

Mr. Osborne had brought with him the unsigned settle- 
ments, which lay on a table at one end of the old stone hall, 
where the breakfast was set out, and the company assem- 
bled. They proceeded to discuss the viands, partly, as the 
lawyer observed, to save time, partly to beguile by any sort 
of occupation the hour that would probably elapse before the 
arrival of the guardian, without whose presence all these 
preparations would be vain. 

The breakfast was silent and sad. A doubt, for which 
they would have found it difficult to account, had crept upon 
most of the party. 

Mr. Osborne, who would have gone to the stake upon his 
partner's good faith, and who was besides better acquainted 
than the rest with the cause of his absence, began to count up 
the possible impediments to his return. 

His wife, even more reliant upon Stephen, and quite ignor- 
ant of the eventualities which alarmed her husband, began 
seriously to suspect that Sir Vivian (of whom she had pretty 
much the notion that a child has of some bad genius in an 
Eastern tale) might have waylaid and murdered their admir- 
able fidend. 

Dr. Glenham, remembering his recent visit, thought he had 
found some more supple agent, innkeeper or postilion, to 
drive the good lawyer in a wrong direction, or to overturn 
the chaise. 

Lady Oardonnel, accustomed to her brother-in-law's ill 
fortune, thought that some new stroke of &te had interposed 
to prevent the clearance of his property. 

The mother and grandmother, now that the trying moment 
approached, thou^t only of the grief of parting, and rejoiced 
in every delay. 
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Major Delanoy looked at the two girls, as they sate in 
bUcdco side by side and hand in hand, and felt that the sacri- 
fice must be made, and would probably be made in vain. 

His father was cahn. It seemed as if his anxiety was only 
for his son, and that the rescue of his ancestral property 
from his treacherous kinsman had become a secondary object. 

Ten o'clock struck. It was heard first from a pretty 
French timepiece, on the mantel-piece, a present from Lady 
Oardonnol; then from the old house-dock in the kitchen; 
then from the church-tower ; then from the great turret-dock 
at the Hall. 

** Those country clocks are never right," said Mr. Osborne; 
" I set my watch yesterday by the Horse-Guards." 

On consulting that wateh, it told the same talc ; so did the 
watches of the other gentlemen ; so did the old sun-dial, which 
Honor ran to examine. 

It seemed as if the charm of Mr. Langhton's punctuality 
was broken. He had fixed a certain hour ; that hour was 
passoil, and ho had not arrived. Nobody blamed him. They 
who loved the good lawyer, which included everybody present, 
began, some loudly and some silently, to entertain the most 
uiuvasonable fears for his safety. 

*^ Can Sir Vivian have petitioned the chancellor to mako 
Katy a ward of the court ? " inquired Dr. Glenham of Mr. 
Osbonio. 

''The chancellor is cognizant of the matter,'* was the 
ro|^ly. 

*• lla* any one heard of Sir Vivian to-day or yesterday ? " 
asl\\l M^ior IVlanoy. 

'^ I 5jiw him, with two other gentlemen, at the Delancy 
Xnv.s, as I v"«wo up the village," said the rector. 

INn-.o x-r^Y* ^"^ ^® minute-hand advanced upon the 
o\vV . ^^o iiijidow traversed the old sun-dial ; and eleven was 
K\vii\l tiakUi^ from the little French timepiece, jangling 
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bj distance, from the church-tower and the Hall. 

The suspense now became intolerable. Again, for the 
twentieth time, Mr. Osborne walked into the court to look or 
listen for the expected carriage. 

*< Don't jou think," inquired Dr. Olenham, when he 
returned again unsuccessful ; ** does not it seem to jou better 
that the settlements should be signed ? Mr. Langhton will then 
have only to glance at the signatures, and cany the money at 
once to the mortgagee." 

A momentary pause ensued, agitated and agitating. The 
lawyer made no reply. 

** Surely it will be best," said Lady Cardonnel. ** Arthur ! 
Katy ! " 

Major Dclancy advanced to lead his fair bride to the table, 
but all on a sudden Katy escaped from his hands, and flung 
herself at her grandmother's feet. 

'< Grandmamma ! dear grandmanmia ! Major Delancy 
does not love me ! IIow should he, poor, ignorant child that 
I am ? He docs not love mc, and he does love dear Honor. 
He does not say so. He will not say so. But I know it. I 
feel it. Ay ! " said she, in a lower voice, " and Honor loves 
him. I always thought so ; I don't know why ; and perhaps 
I ought not to say such a thing. But I am sure of it. Only 
FCC how she is crying at this moment. And look at him. 
And look at dear Lord Delancy. They love each other, and 
it has been that thought which has kept me from the feeling 
which would otherwise have made me so unhappy now. Listen, 
grandmamma. One-half of this money will pay off these 
mortgages. Let dear Honor have it as if she were really my 
sister; and let her marry Major Delancy, and let me stay 
with mamma and you. I shall be as happy as the day is 
long, when Honor is happy too ; and let her live at the Hall, 
and come and see us every day. What could we do without 



158 



Honor? How oodd we be happy if we made her miserablel 
Let Arthur and Honor have this money, dear grandmamma ! ^ 

" 0, that I eoold, my Eoity ! ^ said Mrs. Warner, her ven- 
erable head shaking more than ever. " But you are a minor, 
my child, and till yon are of age we can do nothing." 

" Ah! " said Eaty, << I am sore Mr. Langhton can man- 
age it ; and here he is, thank Heayen ! ^ 



.'1 



OHAPTBB XVIII. 

SJONINa TUB SETTUOaSITB. 

" 0, Mb. Lanqhton ! joa are come just in tune," oontiiraed 
Katj, whose impetaofiity had borne down all intezruption, 
flying to meet him and clinging to his arm. 

" Quite in time," replied he, smiling, and flinging down a 
great blue bag, heavy with parchments. ** These are the 
title-deeds, and you are free." 

« But listen to me, Mr. Langhton," persisted Eaty. 
"Honor must haye half of this money, — more than half, 
three parts. Now listen," said she, almost in a whisper; 
"Major Delancy does not want to marry me — indeed ho 
does not ; and I do not want to marry him or anybody ; I am 
too youDg. Let me live with mamma and grandmamma here 
in my dear old home, and give her the money, and make 
everybody happy ; now, do ! " 

" Stop a moment, Katy ; nobody shall marry yon against 
your will, my queen," said Mr. Langhton. "Be content, 
3Irs. Warner, all will go well ; only let me tell my good lord 
here that he is his own man again ; every estate freed ; gal- 
leries, collections, libraries, all ; he has but one creditor, and 
she will not be a hard one." 

" But, dear Langhton," said Lord Delancy, " you cannot 
imagine, even if it were possible, that we are capable of 
taking advantage of this sweet child's proposal ; I answer for 
my son as for myself; ay, and I answer for another ; Uoiior 
would not let ns, if we were so bsM." Hia son and Honor 
preflBed each a hand. 
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" Haye patienoe £at an instant,^ said our friend Stephen. 
" Of oonne, Osborne, yon gaessed that I was detained in 
crossing fimn Dublin. We bad head-winds all the way. I 
promise yon I had a race for it. However, I brought down 
half a dozen nndeniable witnesses; had half an hour to spare 
by the dock and by the son ; and the thing is settled forever 
by their own admission." 

- One word in this speech, in spite of its peculiar interest, 
had arrested general attention, and " From Dublin ? " burst 
from seyeral voices. 

••Yes, from Dublin," resumed the lawyer. "You have 
left the name blank in the settlement, as I told you?" 
said he to his partner. •• Yes, I see you have. Well, now, 
good folk, sit down and I will satisfy your curiosity. Sit 
down, everybody. And you, Honor, be pleased to listen. Do 
you remember a little old prayer-book which had belonged to 
your grandmother. Lady Rossborough, the famous beauty, 
and some letters of her writing, which I craved permission to 
read ? Well, that little prayer-book had on the fly-leaf a 
name and a date written in yellow faded ink, — the maiden- 
name, as you told me, of your grandmother, the second wife 
of your grandfather, the Earl of Kossborough.* Now, it 
so happened that I had been searching after this very 
name for five or six months; searching, I think, all over 
England, amongst church-yards . and parish-registers, and 
registers of all sorts, except just the peerage. Now, I recog- 
nized at a glance the handwriting of that inscription, and the 
initials of the donor ; also, I recognized the character of the 
packet of old letters. I said nothing to you then, because 
there were still a good many points to verify and make clear, 
not only to my own satisfaction, but to that of certain sages 
learned in the law ; amongst the rest, to the lord high chancel- 
lor. Early this morning all was settled. I took care to have 
Sir Vivian's money ready before. And when I tell you, my 
dear lord, and you, Mrs. Warner, that^the name was Eliza- 
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beth Brown, of Weston, near Southampton ; that the letter 
were in her character, and that the words on the fly-leaf wer 
in the handwriting of Richard Strange ; in short, that on 
&ir friend, Honora Clive, is the only gnryiying child of he 
only daughter, and the actual heir to the moiety of the asset 
of the said Eichard Strange ; the missing l^tee for whom 
haye been seeking ; — why, I think you will admit that m; 
precaution of leaving the name blank in the settlements wa 
by no means superfluous." 

The oonclusion, not so logical as the usual deductions o: 
our dear-headed friend, was received in almost total mlenoi 
Ttte good lawyer tapped his snuff-box, drew himself up, an 
muttered, half unconsciously, the words of Prospero, 

** * Bo gUd of thlB as they I oannot be ; 
— — — But my oontent 
At nothing caa bo more.' " 

He finished by kissing Honor's forehead, who hid her blushin 
fiu^e upon his shoulder. 

Mrs. Warner, more moved by joy than by ihe distress i 
whidi she had borne so true a part, folded her hands in mut 
thankfulness. Mrs. Bell cried out, triumphantly, 

^ I knew it ! I was sure of it ! I was always certain tht 
Honor would turn out to belong to us, somehow or other." 

Whilst Eoity, lau^ung, crying, and sm^g in a breati 
Bkii^)ed round the room in an ecstasy, and, finally, fiung he; 
self into Mr. Lan^ton's arms. 

Those most concerned, however, &ther and son, seeme 
i flpdi-bound. Lady Cardonnel came to their relief. 

**Teil us, Mr. Lan^ton, how came it that the tougl 
withered heart of this miser, tiie modem Midas, who tumc 
all he touched into gold, was softened even by the matchlei 
beauty of Lady Bossborou^l Where did he meet witli her 
I hate heard my own Iriflh godfiither boast of her as tumiii 
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every head in Dublin fifly yeaTs ago. But he always clumed 
her as a countrywoman ; an Iriah Browne." 

" No, En^ild^'' relied Stephen. «< It is the one bit of 
poetry in a miser's life, inasnradi as troe passion is always 
poetry. Looking oyer the secorities left by Bichard Strange, 
I ibond, just after the discovery of the prayer-book, a note, 
almost written over by accounts, which explained some of the 
fiusts of the story, and goided me to the locality. LadyBoea- 
boroagh, then Elizabeth Brown, lived with her &thcr, a half* 
pay lieutenant, in the pretty hamlet of Weston, on the South- 
ampton Water, catching the breath of the salt sea, as your 
old sailor loves to do. Bichard Strange, then about five-and- 
thirty, went there, after a long illness, ibr health and cheap- 
ness. Ho had already laid the foundation of his fortune ; and 
oflfered settlements to his &ir enslaver which might have 
tempted a richer maiden. She reftised his hand, but that his 
heart remained with her this legacy sufficiently proves. And 
now, Honor, tell me, did I do well in applying a part of 
your money to pay oflf Sir Vivian ? I never in my life saw a 
man so unwilling to receive a bundle of bank bills. Was I 
wrong, I say ? " 

" O, Mr. Langhton ! " 

** Because, if I were, the estates can still be chai^ged with 
the sum. It is not a bad investment." 

" 0, Mr. Langhton ! " said Honor ; " dear, dear friend, you 
are breaking my heart. Lord Delancy, it was only last night 
that you oflfered — that you wished — even if Major Delancy 
should still resent what passed three years ago, you surely 
will not disdain to think of mo as poor LionePs sister ; as one 
to whom this money can bring no pleasure, no comfort in the 
world, unless you will condescend to use it ? " 

" My daughter ! my dear, dear daughter ! " said Lord De- 
lancy, folding her in his arms ; " we cannot take the money 
without a far more precious gift" 
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" Bat he has not said he loves me," fiuntlj whispered the 
heiress. 

" Honora ! my own Honora ! my first and only love ! " ex- 
claimed Arthur. And Lord Delancy, witii a fervent blessing, 
placed her trembling hand within his son's ; nor even in that 
moment of ecstasy was K&tj forgotten. 



*' Well," said Mr. Langhton, half an hour after, when ^e 
name of Honora Clive had been inserted in the blanks left in 
the settlement, and that important document, duly signed and 
witnessed, had been safely consigned to the keeping of the 
blue bag, *< well, it is some comfort to think that so excellent 
a specimen of engrossing will not be thrown away. I hate to 
see good sheep-skin wasted. And there was some danger 
here, I promise you ; for, as Honor refused to many Major 
Delancy when she was poor, and he hesitated at marrying her 
because she became rich, and K&ij would have nothing to 
say to him at any rate, a marriage settlement seemed as sheer 
a superfluity as the money which Sir Vivian brought down to 
pay the bell-ringers and treat the parish, on taking possession 
of Athcrton Hall. We 'U ring the bells next week to another 
guess tune. And half a dozen years hence we '11 have another 
bell-ringing and another wedding-day. Yes, my queen ! you 
may make sure of that ; for, if nobody else will have you, I '11 
many you myself. In the mean while, you shall stay here at 
Athcrton, according to your desire, with the dear mamma 
and the dear grandmamma ; coddling all the old women in 
the village, nursing all the children, riding Britomarte, stuff- 
ing Flora, and spoiling everybody, especially Marigold and 
Jacob Stokes." 
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<* To hold tho plough for hor sireet lore, 
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A PLBABANT and a BtirriDg scene was the barn-jard of 
Fanner Holden of Hilton, one of the principal tenants of our 
friend Colonel Lisle of that ilk (if it be permitted to a 
Soathron to borrow that expressive phrase), on one of the 
pleasantest and sunniest evenings of this last most sunny 
month of April, when, as if to overset all the calculations of 
all the almanac-piakers from Mr. Murphy downward, and in 
direct defiance of those safer general prognostics derived 
from old experience, there has not fallen in this fair county 
of Berks, from the first to the thirtieth, one single drop of 
rain. A bright and a lively scene did the barn-yard of Hil- 
ton Great Farm exhibit on that bright April evening. Seen 
between tho large wheat-ricks, and bean-stacks, and hay-ricks, 
the barns and stables, the cart-houses, hen-houses and pig- 
sties, which, together with the old-fashioned rambling dwell- 
ing-house, large enough to form two or three fine cottage- 
om6cs in these degenerate days ; seen between the various 
buildings which, with all conceivable irregularity, surrounded 
the spacious farm-yard, glittering with tho clean crisp cover- 
ing of straw with which it was very literally littered, and 
giving due token oi^ their presence by bl eatings of lambs seek- 
ing their mothers, and ewes in pursuit of their lambs, by 
barking of dogs, and shouting of men and boys, were the fine 
flocks of Farmer Holden returning from their distant pastures 
to the fold in a rich meadow near tho homestead ; horses 
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mounted by jonng carter-boys sitting lonngingly upon their 
naked backs, and riding them to and from the village pond 
with an indescribable air of lazy pride ; whilst cows, driven 
by urchins on foot somewhat brisker, bat every whit as dirty, 
stumbled amongst the sheep and jostled the horses in their 
haste to reach the calves, who were lowing in their pens, 
eager for the moment that shoald at once appease their own 
** pleasant enemy, Hanger," and relieve the "mothers of the 
herd " of their milky barthen. 

Mingled with these larger comers and goers, biped and 
qaadmpcd, together with occasional passers-by, as the thresher 
or the seedsman flung himself heavily over the threshold of 
the bam, or the ploughman stalked from the stable to tho 
hay-rick, were innumerable lesser denizens of this well-peo- 
pled agricultural demesne. Pigs, of all ages and all sizes, lay 
wallowing about the yard ; and poultry of every denomina- 
tion, from geese and turkeys to bantams and pigeons, cackled 
at the barn-doors, dabbled in the ponds, flattered discon- 
tented in the coops, or perched in happy freedom on tho roofs 
of the different buildings ; whilst one or two small and pretty 
children, one with a kitten in his hand, leaning over the low 
hatch-gate which extended from side to side of the deep old 
porch, as if longing to escape from this their own peculiar 
coop, added to the general agreeableness of the picture. 
Swectbrier in its tender green and its fresh fragrance grew 
on one side of that old dark porch, and an early honeysuckle, 
already putting forth its buds, flourished on the other. 
July-stocks, wall-flowers and polyanthuses, sent their sweet 
breath through the lattice windows divided by rich stone 
niullious; a large cherry-tree waved its snowy blossom.^, 
scattering light at one end of the house, backed by a rich, 
rosy-tinted, almond-scented orchard, whilst, in a nook be- 
tween a dark fagot-pile and a huge open cart-house, tho f^un 
glanced upwards on an old elder-tree, turning the trunk into 
gold, and the wide-spreading branches drooping with the 
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weight of the redundant foliage, and the swelling flower-boda 
into pendent emeralds ; the clouds were white and fleecy, the 
sky of the brightest and purest blue, and the woody uplands 
which formed the framework of the scenery full of hedge-row 
timber just putting forth its youngest and most delioate 
" greenth." 

A gay and a pretty picture was that crowded &nn-yard, 
and yet the two principal figures still remain undescribed. 
Seated upon a low wooden stool, engaged in the operation of 
administering certain small pellets of dough to some three- 
score of callow, gaping, struggling goslings — (in the pure 
Doric of Berkshire this operation is called "pilling the 
gulls") — was a young woman of middle height, whose per- 
son, sufficiently well formed, but somewhat large-boned and 
muscular, betokened such an union of activity and strength 
as might probably bo more common in the weaker sex, if the 
bountiful intentions of Nature were duly seconded by educa- 
tion and circumstance, — if girls took more exercise and 
passed more time in the open air. Her face could hardly be 
called pretty, far less beautiful ; and yet, in the bright laugh- 
ing eyes, the red lips just enough divided to show the pearly 
teeth, and a dimple on one comer of the mouth, the clear, 
healthy, sunburnt complexion, and an expression compounded 
of frankness, sweetness and gayety, there was more of charm 
than is of^cn to be found in the most regular beauty. And 
so, in good truth, thought her companion. 

She, from her occupation and her dress, her dark cotton 
gown, her double muslin handkerchief, her simple cap, as 
well as the sleeves turned up above her elbows, and the 
colored apron tied over the white one, was evidently a farm- 
house serving-maiden, just tidied up after going through the 
most laborious of her many offices, and finishing her day's 
work by supplying the manifold wants of her feathered 
charges, and milking the kine, if, indeed, the calves did not 
spare her the trouble. He, a fine-looking young man, rather 
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tall than short, but firmly and vigorously formed, with a 
bright, open countenance and a glowing complexion, was as 
evidently a farmer's son. His straw hat waa placed rather 
on one side on his glossy aabom curls, with the true air of a 
village beau ; and his dark velveteen jacket, and the silk hand- 
kerchief just knotted round his tiiroat, had as much of real 
study in the apparent carelessness of their adjustment as 
would have done honor to the veriest coxcomb of one-and- 
twoity that ever danced at Almaok's, — personal vanity 
being astonishingly alike in all stations^ A coxcomb, I 
grieve to say, was Maurice Elliott, and yet, being heartily in 
love, he had the best chance that could befall him of getting 
rid of his coxcombry. At present, however, to judge of the 
diilo^e passing between them, th^ <* course of true love " 
was very &r from " running smooth.'* It was more like a 
game of cross purposes than a meeting at sunset between two 
lovers. 

^ You won't go with me, then, to the Maying, Phoobe ? " 
sud the youth, impatiently, twisting round his fingers a long 
supple branch which he had just twitched from a weeping 
willow that overhung the goose-pond, never dreaming the 
'while that he was, so &r as action went, emulating one of 
the most eloquent women that ever graced blue stockings. 
" You won't go with me to the Maying ? " 

" You won't try for a prize at the ploughing-match, Mau- 
rice ? You really won't try ? really and indeed you won't ?" 
rejoined the damsel, poking one of her pellets, with a little 
stick, down a gosling's throat, and following the dose by a 
drop or two of water, to clear the passage for another morsel. 
<« Do try, Maurice ! " continued she, in a tone of voice sweet, 
and round, and youthful, — a spoken smile. '* Do try ! " 

" When I know," cried Maurice, still twisting the unlucky 

bit of willow, " that you have got leave to go out that very 

day ! Of course to the Maying ; and not to go with me ! " 

And Maurice gave the bit of willow which he twisted round 

11 
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his finger each ft tag with hia other hand as had nearly oat 
that useful member to the bone. <* Got leave to go, and 
won't go with me ! " 

" When you won *t try at the plough — " 

" Hang the ploughing-match ! " gaculated IVIaurice, shak- 
ing his discomfited finger ; ** hang the ploughing-match !" 

"When you won't try for a prize," continued Phoebe, 
quietly taking another gosling upon her lap, " you who know 
that you can plough as straight a furrow as Old Giles Dow- 
ling himself!" 

" Hang Giles Dowling, Phoobe ! My father was a farmer, 
and though, to please him, and, since his death, to humor 
mother, I may hayc gone between the stilts, there 's no need 
to let myself down in the eyes of the whole parish. -^Wat 
would that cold, sneering, purse-proud uncle of mine and his 
fine daughters say, I wonder ? Come, Phoebe, don't look so 
grave, — you 'U go to the Maying, won't you ? What can 
* hinder you, now that you have got leave ? Come, and I '11 
drive you in my own chaise-cart, with my new chestnut 
horse." 

" What would your proud uncle and your fine cousins say 
to thaty I wonder ? You are a farmer's son, as you truly say, 
Mr. Maurice Elliott, and I am a laborer's daughter. God 
"' .' forbid that I should be ashamed of being the child of an 
• honest man, let his condition be ever so poor ! " and Phoobe, 
though her tone was gentle, drew her stool a little back, with 
an air of self-respect that approached to dignity. 

Her lover felt the reproof, 

" Forgive me, dearest Phoobe ! pray, pray forgive me ! I 
did not intend — I did not dream — O! Phoobe, I never 
think of you but as one so much better than myself! You 
do forgive me, then?" said he, answering the bright dimpled 
smile which required no words to confirm her pardon. " You 
do forgive me, and you '11 let me drive you to this Maying ? 
We are to have a orioket-matGh and a dance, and it will be 
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80 pretty a sight ! Why do yoa shake your head ? Is there 
any secret in the matter ? " 

" No secret at all, Maurice," said Phcebe. " I '11 tell you 
the truth ; you '11 not be ashamed of it, though your fine 
cousins would. Poor Uncle George has been so ill this spring 
that he has not been able to get his allotment dug or planted, 
and you know the allotment-ground is his chief dependence. 
The children would be half starved without the vegetables, 
and the refuse keeps the pig. So &ther and mother are going 
to give him a day's labor to get in the potatoes, and I 'm going 
to help. That 's my holiday, and a very happy one it will be. 
Uncle George was always so good to me, and so was aunt, 
and I love the children dearly! You'll see what a day's 
Ubik I shall do." 

" Dear, good Phoebe ! I wish I could help too ; only I have 
promised to make one of the eleven, and I can't desert them 
just at last. But I '11 tell you what I can do. Your little 
cousin George, who lives with us, I can let him go home and 
help." 

Another bright smile repaid the kindness. 

" But this ploughing-match, Maurice ! that will be a pretty 
sight, too ! And you, who can do everything better than the 
other lads of the parish, why should not you be as proud of 
being the best ploughman as the best cricketer or the best 
shot ? Nay, but you must listen to me, Maurice : whatever 
the purse-proud uncle or the fine cousins may say, I have 
good cause to believe that your trying for the prize would 
please one person beside myself, — your own good landlord, 
Colonel Lisle." 

Maurice's brow darkened. He drew up his person to his 
full stature, and spoke angrily and bitterly — 

" My own good landlord ! Would you believe, Phoebe, that, 
afler living upon his estate, I and my fathers, these three hun- 
dred years and more, paying his rent to a day, and doing as 
much justice to his land as if it were really our own, this good 
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landlord of oon, the lease being upon the point of expiring 
has sent us notice to quit, — actually sent us notice to quit ? " 
He turned away in proud and angry sorrow. 

*' Notice I but has any one taken the farm?" inquired 
Phoobe. 

" Not yet, I fancy; but he will find no difficulty in letting 
it. The lands lie close to my uncle's, and I have sometimeB 
thought — at all events, we have notice." 

*^ But for what reason ? " 

" ! your rich landlord can easily find a reason for rid- 
ding himself of a poor tenant. The message was civil enough, 
as regarded mother. If she had wished to remain in the farm, 
he would have no objection ; but, as her request was tliat the 
lease might be renewed in my favor, he could not comply. A 
was unfit for a fisirmer, he said ; never in my business, always 
shooting, or coursing, or cricketing; never at home; never 
attending to the main chance ; unthrifty in everything ; and 

about, he heard" and then, suddenly, Maurice Elliott 

cheeked himself, and paused. 

" About to marry a poor girl without a farthing, when you 
might have married your cousin Harriet with more money 
than I know how to reckon. 0, Maurice ! Maurice ! little 
did I think, when your own dear mother gave her consent, 
because I was active and industrious, and an honest man's 
daughter, and because the son she loved so well loved me, lit- 
tle did I think that she would be turned from her home for 
that great goodness! But it must not be, dear Maurice ! We 
must part ! We must not marry, to have your mother turned 
out of doors ; neither of us would be happy so. I can speak 
to my mistress, — ^e is so very kind, — and go to live with 
her friends a great way off. And you will give up coursing 
and shooting (you know you have promised me to do that), 
and then, when Colonel Lisle finds that your heart is in your 
business, all will go right, and you will stay at the Linden 
Farm, and we shall be happy." And, by way of earnest of 
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this coming felicity, poor Fhoobe burst into a violent fit of 
Bobbing. 

Manrice exhausted himself in protestations — to do him 
justice, most sincere — of love, everlasting love, to Phoabe, 
and hatred, equally durable and equally sincere, towards 
uncle, cousin, landlord, and, in short, all who sought to sep- 
arate him from his beloved ; assuring her that Colonel Lisle's 
whole estate would not bribe him to renounce his engagement; 
that, go where she might, he would follow ; and that-, so far 
from desiring to continue at their old home, nothing would 
induce him to remain the tenant of a landlord so unjust and 
despotic, one who had condemned, without hearing, the de- 
scendant of a race who had lived under his father and his 
father's fathers — ay, even from the planting of the great 
lime-trees which gave their name to the farm. But, if 
Maurice was vehement, Phoebe, whose hysterical sobbing 
had ended in quiet and relieving tears, continued gently firm. 

" You would not make me wretched, 3Iaurice ; I know that 
you would not ; and how could I be otherwise, if I were to 
cause your ruin ? I shall go into Kent, to 3Irs. Ilolden's sis- 
ter, and Colonel Lisle will think better than to dismiss tho 
son of his old tenant. Go to him, dear Maurice ! Speak to 
him yourself ! Explain — " 

" Go to him, indeed ! Speak to him ! Explain ! I can tell 
you, Phoobc, that ho must come to me if he wishes mo to stay 
upon his land. There are other farms in the county beside 
his. We are no bond-slaves, blessed be God ! in merry Eng- 
land. But don't you go, Phoebe ! Stay and let me tell you 
of my plans ; or, if you must go, promise at least to see me, 
and to give me a ^l hearing, before you leave Hilton. Prom- 
ise me this. Stay at least till this ploughing-match is over. 
That will be a holiday far and near. See me then, and I will 
let this dear hand go." 

And Phoebe, blushing, sighing, and protesting against a 
meeting which would only be a renewal of pain, did, however, 
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give the required promise ; and the lovers parted, — she for 
her in-door duties, he for the home he was soon to relinquish. 

They who witness those pretty rural festivals, with all their 
picturesque accessories of tent and marquee, banners and 
bands, gay and happy crowds, shaded by noble trees, and 
lighted by bright sunshine, and fanned by the sweet airs of 
the fairest of the seasons ; or they who read the elaborate 
account of ihe day's proceedings in the county newspapers, 
where all is chronicled, en coideur de rose, from the earliest 
procession to the latest cheer, little guess the trouble and 
turmoil and tracasserics which this apparently most amicable 
and peaceful celebration occasions in its district. The osten- 
sible competitors, whose province is to contend for the prizes, 
are for the most part (the winners being satisfied, of course, 
and the losers soothed and comforted by encouraging speeches 
and a good dinner, — solid pudding added to empty praise) as 
good-humored and contented as heart can desire ; their un- 
lucky patrons and protectors, the association, in its own 
proper person, having previously gone through as much fussing 
and disputing, squabbling and quarrelling, as would carry a 
candidate through a county election, or produce a tragedy 
upon the boards of a theatre-royal. 

One committee-man threatened to resign because he was 
not a vice-president ; and one vice-president did send in his 
resignation because he was not" the president. One very 
great man (an earl), applied to to assume that high office, 
never answered the secretary's letter ; and another great man 
(a viscount) coquetted, and poohcd, and pshawed, and finally 
declined, because the earl had been written to first. The 
committee had five meetings, to consider of the place where 
they ought to meet ; four, to consider of the day of celebra- 
tion ; three, of the hour of dinner ; and the grand question 
of in-doors or out-of-doors, marquee or barn, very nearly 
caused a dissolution of the society ; party having run so high 
that two of the members, after scolding themselves hoarse, 
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arrived at the state of dumb resentment which answers to the 
white heat of the anyil, and did not speak. They quarrelled 
about the value of the clothes, about the dcviccH of the ban- 
ners, about the colors of the cockades, — in short, there was 
nothing which admitted of two opinions about which they did 
not quarrel ; so that the chief dignitaries of the association, 
the chairman, treasurer and secretary, who had endeavored to 
add to their several offices that of pacificators-general, de- 
clared that all the ploughmen and all their teams would not 
work half as hard on the day of trial as they had done dur- 
ing the time of preparation. 

But, if this spirit of opposition for opposition's sake be a 
little too much the fashion in our free country, where tho 
good yeoman who subscribes hLs five shillings cluims " a voice 
potential, as double as the duke*s," who lays down his twenty 
pounds (and that tho facts are little exaggerated will bo 
readily admitted by most who have been behind the scenes 
in such societies), so let me proudly say the ill-humor, having 
once found a vent, works itself clear, and the rough, burly 
disputants come round again, shake hands, and hear reason, 
with a readiness and facility just as characteristic of our 
national manners, where a squabble once over is over forever, 
and a quarrel fairly reconciled only leaves the opponents 
faster friends than before. Accordingly, by the time the ap- 
pointed day arrived, all was peace, and amity, and joyous 
bustle, and the scene took its usual cordial and hearty charac- 
ter of a meeting calculated to advance the interests and pro- 
mote the happiness of all classes. 

Some weeks had elapsed since the dialogue between the lovers 
in Farmer Holden's barn-yard, and reports were rife in tho 
village of a strange change in the fortunes of the young ten- 
ant of the Linden Farm. His father's will, it was said, tlirew 
him entirely into the power of his hard-hearted and purse- 
proud uncle, Stephen Elliott There were different versions 
of the story, and no ono spoke as of positive knowledge ; 
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Kis. rs «b:«i bj the i^^icrrreiation of his stem relative, and 
bf Tr&$ :>:>w 5eek:r,g lo rtni a few acres of pastnre-huid 
x.4zx^ltil V? 1 cc>::i^ in the MoorsL He and Phoebe had not 
sc{ : :■«:. j-2nsau.t ;o h^ promise, ^e had not left Hilton, 
azid vibS !>: V ■irL:s>i::^ i^ the plooghing-match at her mothor*3 
cixu^, wiih. a :\:%:-1:l^ of light-heanedncss for which she 
wv«Li b^7.- :V«:j:i ;; dimouli to a«xwant Was she — could 
s&e :< «x:iKl:u^ iIlaI her lover's gaze was fixed upon her 
iar^"c^ :i;e o:vs deer ? or was the knowledge that he was no 
loc^^ thi.' rich. acNi. to use the conntij phrase, the soniewhut 
f^xli^^ J'-'"^*^ fiajiaer, but nearer her own level, brightening 
hc'f iviis^ &z«i j*oviz*g in her cheek, with a hope uoac- 
k:>:»U-i^i «:ti-:: to her own heart ? Or did she give more 
v'r\;'L.: :>^.=. sl't licr^; she did to the report of her little 
oc-.:2i:r. O.ccr^i, lii: he aai hi* master were, after all, to trj 
:Vr tic : rii*.:* c:" :ho i '.ouihinj-match ? Phoebe knew that 
S;cp:.i:: F./.:::: hii >tk:d. wiih his scornful sneer and bitter 
tosc, " L-.: "r.im tiT :br the suit of clothes — he may want 
\u-. ! " i:- i l^hvt r-o kiKw ecouA of her lover's temper to feel 
thu: :':-.!> verv :auiii. uttcnxl to keep him from the scene, was 
iike'.y :.^ i,.ko a diacreas effect upon his high spirit. " At all 
eve:i:>." ili. vcht sho. •• I shall see him I " and she dressed 
hersi*:* iu a riiittor of spirits, with which vanity had little to 
do. a:i>.l thou sat down quietly to await her father, whom she 
was to aocompauy, and to whom the first prize was allotted, 
as having brought up a large family in credit and respect- 
ability, without receiving parochial assistance. The hale old 
man, in his well-preserved Sunday coat, with his gray hair 
smoothed down over his honest face, and his pretty daughter 
hanging upon his arm, as they walked on the ground after the 
match was over, formed one of the most interesting groups 
of the day. 

The scene was really beautiful. Upon an extensive kwn, 
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richly dotted with magnificent trees, and backed by a noble man- 
sion embowered in woods, stood a splendid central marquee, with 
smaller tents on either side ; flags and banners waved roond 
the tents, and crowned the lofty decorated building arched 
with lilacs and laburnums, where the gentlemen were to dine; 
and the large, low, open cart-house, overhung by a down- 
hanging elm, prepared for the ploughmen; carriages were 
driven up in close succession, horses prancing, music playing, 
and (to borrow the words of the County Chronide) all the 
beauty and fashion of the nei^borhood were collected in 
firont of the tents to witness the distribution of the prizes, 
and, best of all, they who had earned those prizes; and sturdy 
tillers of the soil, clean, healthy, and happy, their delighted 
wives and daughters, and the stout yeomen their masters, 
triumpliing in the success of their laborers. Add to this the 
lucky accident of a sunny day in the most genial of the seasons, 
and every advantage of light and shadow, and shifting clouds, 
and the result will be a scene too wide for the painter, but 
rich, and bright, and joyous, as ever inspired a poet in the 
merry month of May. 

Phoebe looked only for one figure, — and there, dressed 
like the rest of the competitors in a white smock-frock, his 
head decked with a double cockade, as winner not only of the 
regular match, but of a subsequent prize for ploughing with 
two horses, stood Maurice Elliott, and close beside him her 
little cousin George, sticking his hat, also doubly cockaded, as 
high as possible upon his head, and fairly standing on tiptoe, 
that his honors might be more conspicuous. Near him, so 
placed as to appear to belong rather to the gentry than to the 
wealthy yeomen, in which order he was really classed, leaned 
his imcle Stephen, his accustomed scornful sneer darkened as 
if by stronger passions. 

The ceremony and its attendant speeches being over, 
Colonel Lisle approached Phoebe and her father, now also 
wearing the decorations of tho day, and joined by little 
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George, and patting the boy's cheek, he said graciously to the 
old man, " Why, you and your nephew are carrying off all 
oar prizes." 

" Add his son-in-law, if you please, sir," said Maurice El- 
liott, approaching the group, holding in one hand the hat 
decked with its blue cockades of success, and shaking hands 
heartily with the gray-headed and venerable old peasant : 
'* Add his son-in-law ; for such I shall be as soon as the banns 
can be published, for I have no money now to throw away 
upon a license. All is settled," continued he in a lower tone 
to the old man ; " Phoebe consented as soon as ever I proved 
to her that not only my happiness but my prosperity depended 
upon my marrying such a wife as herself — pooh ! as soon as 
I proved that my happiness depended upon my marrying her 
— for there is not such another in the world ; and Joseph 
Clarkson, finding that I am to have her to manage the dairy, 
has consented to let me rent his thirty acres down in the Moors, 
and the little homestead belonging to it. There 's a capital 
garden ; and during my spare time I shall raise vegetables 
for the Belford market, and mother '11 live with us ; and 
you '11 see how happy we shall be ! " And happiness danced 
in the young man's eyes as, again wringing the old laborer's 
hand, he turned away to join his Phoebe. 

*.* Stop ! " exclaimed Colonel Lisle, who, irresistibly attract- 
ed by the sudden alteration in his tenant's manner and con- 
duct, had been unable to refrain fVom listening to the conver- 
sation — " stop one moment, Maurice Elliott," said he, kindly, 
" and tell mo what this means ! — Joseph Clarkson 's land in 
the Moors ! and your mother to live with you there ! Why, 
in leaving the Linden, there will bo the stock, and the crops, 
and the farming utensils, enough, whether you retain or dis- 
pose of them, to set you up in one of the best farms in the 
county. All was left, I know, to you and your mother. 
Surely you have not, since your father's death, involved 
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jminelf in aadi » debt as to render this change of altoation 
neoessary." 

**I owe no man a fartliing, air," replied Maurice, with 
some pride of accent and manner ; then, catching the kindly 
glance of his landlord, he continued, mildly and respect- 
fully, "EverytMng was left to my mother and myself; but^ 
either by accident or design, — I believe — I am sure, by 
accident, — the will is so worded, that although, in case of 
our continuing at the Linden Farm, the stock and property 
of every sort were to remain for my use, upon paying a small 
annuity to my mother, yet, if wo removed, it appears that 
the whole is to be sold ; the money to be invested in the three 
per cents., and not to be touched either by her or me until hor 
death, — neither of us receiving any benefit from this sum 
beyond the yearly payment of her annmty, which, Heaven 
grant, may continue for many years ! " 

'* This is new to mo, Maurice, and strange as well as new. 
.Who is the executor ? " 

" Mr. Stephen Elliott, my uncle." 

" Humph ! — your uncle ! Have you seen the will ? Has 
any lawyer seen it ? Your uncle, Mr. Stephen Elliott, is 
the executor, you say ? Is the will in your father's hand- 
writing ? " 

" No, sir ; in that of Mr. Ball." 

" The little pettifogging lawyer, of Bewley, — a man thirty 
miles off, — Stephen Elliott's factotum : I thought so. Well, 
we must get some one learned in the law to look over it. Not 
to touch the money afler your mother's death ! That could 
never have been the design of the testator, however well it 

might meet the views of . This must be looked to, 

Maurice ; send me a copy of the will." 

" You are very good, sir," replied Maurice, firmly ; " but, 
with all gratitude for your kindness, I have made up my mind 
to let the matter rest. Firmly as I believe that my father did 
not contemplate this state of things, that he never dreamt 
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of oar leaying tlie Linden Vtam^ it is neveriheleflB bo set 
down ; and there is sometliing in contenting the last will of a 
parent which I cannot endure. Besides, we shall do very 
wellf Mj mother will have the comforts to which she has 
been accustomed, if mj labor can proTide them ; and it will 
be better for me to be a working-man. I was getting to like 
^rting better than farming. Phcebe siud so, sir, as well as 
yon. But now all that is out of the question. I can work, 
as I have proved to her ; and, with her for a companion and 
a reward, I shall be a happier man at ihe Moors than I should 
have been in our old house, well as I love it." 

'* Better and happier, perhaps, than you might have been, 
had this not occurred," replied Colonel Lisle, grasping his 
young tenant's hand with a pressure full of heart ; " but not 
better or happier than you will be there now. The new lease 
shall be made out to-morrow. Your uncle, for views of his 
own, and in revenge for your refusal of his daughter, repre- 
sented you to me as dissipated, idle, extravagant, and careless, 
of all except the caprice of the hour. He even contrived to 
turn your love for Phoobe into a proof of the lowness of your 
mind and degradation of your habits. Under this view I sent 
the notice, fully intending, however, especially after I found 
that he wanted the farm, to examine more closely into the 
facts. I ought to have looked into the matter at once ; but 
I can hardly regret not having done so, since the experiment 
has not only made your character better known to me, but to 
yourself. And now you must introduce me to Phcebe ! There 
she stands, looking at us ; — no, now that she sees that we 
arc looking at her, she turns away, blushing. But that is 
Phasbc ! I should know the fresh, innocent smile among a 
thousand." 

And, as a lover of all justice, — even that shadowy justice 
called poetical, which is the branch over which we poor 
authors have most control, — I must add, that whilst Phoebe's 
smiles grew sweeter and sweeter, as her blushes deepened. 
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Stephen Elliott, the rich and pnne-prond nnde, who had cr^ 
stealthily within hearing of the oonTersation, and felt himself 
detected and defeated, dank away, hanging down his head, 
pAle with impotent malice, and mattering inefiectaal cones, 
the most contemned and miserable wretch of that large 
ttsaembly. 



THE ROUNDHEAD'S DAUGHTER. 

M Ib ihiB our foeman's fSftoe 1 Ah, no ! no ! no ! " 

Shakspeabb. 

A FAiBER damsel never graced the pinched coif and demure 
kerchief of the Puritans than Mabel Goodwin, as she stood, 
one sultry afternoon in the merry month of June, wreathing 
a straggling honeysuckle round a mossy sundial in the de- 
serted pleasaunce of Temple Laleham. The scene of its 
accessories were not unworthy of the blooming maiden, a very 
rose-bud for beauty and youthfulness, whose swift and airy 
motions seemed to throw light and sunshine over the picture : 
and yet there was a strange contrast between her bright and 
beaming loveliness and the neglect and desolation of all 
around. 

The magnificent mansion, one of the spacious and pictur- 
esque manor-houses of Elizabeth's days, erected, as the name 
would import, upon the site of a still more extensive residence 
or preceptory of the proud order of St. John of Jerusalem, 
had been shut up since the establishment of the common- 
wealth ; its former possessor. Sir Philip Montresor, a stanch 
old cavalier, having been in exile since the star of Cromwell 
had been in the ascendant ; and Colonel Goodwin, in virtue 
of a decree of the committee of sequestration, its present 
owner, a plain soldier and a zealous roundhead, rigid, self- 
denying, and averse from luxury as the Protector himself, 
preferring the humble dwelling of his forefathers, the home 
of his boyhood, to the splendid abode of the royal favor- 
ite. 
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Desolated it was, with its barred windows, its silent courts, 
the grass growing on it« noble terraces, the statues and urns 
that crowned the marble balustrades broken and overthrown, 
nettles and briers forcing their way between the broad flights 
of steps, wall-flowers and snap-dragons flourishing in every 
nook of the richly-carved stone mullions. Desolation tri- 
umphed over all ; and yet so picturesque was the building, 
with its elaborate variety of outline, its pointed roofs and 
gable ends and clustering chimneys, its turrets and porches 
and pinnacles, its deep bay-windows and projecting oriels, 
the play of light and shadow, and the mellow tinting of tho 
weathcr-sUiinod walls, that it is doubtful if a painters eye 
would not have found more gratification in contcniplat/iig tho 
mansion, silent and deserted as it was, a model ol' thc^)oetical 
architecture of an age when that grandest of the arfs had not 
yet subsided into dull prose, than to have gazed on its spa- 
cious courts, crowded with knight and squire, groom and 
page, with stately dames and mincing damsels, on that day, 
forever memorable in the annals of the Montresors, when tho 
Virgin Queen, in one of her progresses, deigned not only to 
sleep a night at Temple Lalcham, but even to dance a coranto 
with its master. 

If tho hall were still fair to the sight, the park, or rather 
chase, in which it stood, presented a scone of unrivalled beauty. 
Clumps of oaks and beeches, old enough to have witnessed the 
stem and warlike exercises, and to have listened to the choral 
hymns, of tho Knights Templars ; an avenue of elms, above a 
mile in length, pillared and arched like the aisle of some 
mighty cathedral ; thickets of old thorns covered with pearly 
blossoms, mingled with the paler foliage of the feathery birch, 
rishig from an undcrgrowtli of feni, amongst which the deer 
were lying in scattered groups, whilst large herds were graz- 
ing upon the rich herbage, approaching close to the mansion, 
as conscious that they had little to fkir from the intrusion of 
man ; a piece of water that might almost be called a lake, 
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pieroiiig the depth of the woods, and ^ving back in its bri^ 
mirror the rich and varied forest scenery, and the light and 
fleecy cloudlets of the summer sky ; a mined tower on an em- 
inence upon the other side of the fnere, whose walls, covered 
with ivy, were said to have belonged to a vratch-tower in the 
days of the precoptory ; and, nearer the house, some broken 
ground, part of which had been fish-ponds, now filled up with 
a growth of alders and other moisture-loving trees, whilst 
under a steep declivity appeared the low arch of a deserted 
grotto, half covered with pendent plants ; all this, set off by 
the strong light and shadow of a sunny day in June, formed 
a picture of no common interest and beauty. 

The pleasaunce, too, with its rose-bushes and other flower- 
ing shrubs, turned into actual trees, bending under the weight 
of their blossoms ; and the formal parterres, thanks to Ma- 
bel's love of gardening, bright with pinks and sweet-williams, 
larkheels (so Fletcher hath it), marigolds and gillistocks ; — 
the pleasaunce exhibited a strange mixture of gayety and des- 
olation. 

The sparkling fountain, whose waters, shimmering in the 
sunshine, glittered like showers of diamonds, no longer cooled 
and refreshed the noontide air. That light was extinguished, 
— those streams had ceased to flow. Even the quaint basin, 
carved like a huge cockle-shell, such as a few centuries before 
might have been seen amongst the followers of the Knights 
of the Temple, denoting the pilgrims from the Holy Land, 
— that shell-like basin, whose small reservoir at once sup- 
plied and received the slender jets of water which dropped 
into the shallow pool with a sound so lulling and so musi- 
cal, was broken now, and dry. Even those twin hedges 
of holly and yew, the living walls as smooth as masonry, sur- 
mounted, at regular distances, by figures bearing remote re- 
semblances to phoenixes or peacocks, dragons or bears, or other 
birds and animals, existent or non-existent — those hedges, 
pride of the old gardener's art, whioh sheltered it once the 
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flower-plots from the bleak north-east, and the chaste dames 
of the hall from intmsion or obserratioD, had now, escaped 
from the shears, broken into a wild Inxoriance of y^tation, 
so that the spreading branches and projecting tops had not 
merely obliterated all traces of their former trim and painful 
clippings, but had,, by their irregular and disproportioned 
growth, thrown the crowning monsters into inextricable eon- 
fnsion. The closely-shaven turf was overran with moss, the 
gravel-paths were covered with grass and weeds; in short, 
at Temple Laleham, nature was everywhere triumphing over 
art 

And amongst the fairest of nature's works might be reck- 
oned the blooming rose-bud, Mabel Goodwin. She had finished 
her task of twisting the straggling honeysuckle round the old 
sun-dial, already garlanded with the pink-purple flowers of the 
Bweet-pea, and after gazing earnestly from side to side of that 
flowery prison, the pleasaonce, enclosed as it was by its high 
walls of yew and holly, and creeping cautiously, in an attitude 
compounded of looking and listening, through an arch cut in 
the thick hedge, which led into the chase; after glancing 
somewhat impatiently up at the old clock-tower, which still 
held its stately place amongst the gilded vanes and richly- 
carved pinnacles of the mansion, although the machinery had 
ceased to perform its office, and the deep solemn tongue which 
seemed to convey a warning upon the flight of time, as it told 
the hours, had long been mute, — and casting another fruitless 
and pettish look at the old sun-dial, which had lost its gnomon, 
and then, holding her fair hand so as to shade her eyes firom 
the glare, gazed to somewhat more purpose upon the bright 
sun whose course in the heavens no neglect of man could stay 
or change ; afler three several vain attempts to ascertain the 
hour, she turned rapidly round as a slight sound caught her 
quick ear, and was aware of a young man, whose simple garb 
could not conceal the air of high birth and high breeding 
viaible in evexy motion^ who had approached by one path as 
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she was watching for him by another, and now stood at her 
side. 

" So, Master Arthur Montresor ! " exclaimed the fisdr dam- 
sel, with the little air of sauciness and ooquetrj which fonned 
so piquant a contrast with her puritanic attire ; ** so this b the 
way jou oyer-sca gallants keep tiyste with a simple ooontrj 
maiden ! Hero have I been for longer than I can tell ; and 
but that I despatched old Jonathan to ihe hay-folk in the 
lily-mead with a weighty bottle of double ale, and mentioned 
something about seeking marsh-mallows to make a salve for 
Daniel's leg, which he cut half off yester-eve, poor fellow, 
with his own scythe, whilst he was at one and the same time 
mowing a heavy swath and listening to a word in season 
from Ebcnczer Crump, — but for the excuse of seeking these 
mallows and the sweet herbs for my father's pottage, how I 
could have wandered here none can tell ; and to find you ab- 
sent ! One should have thought that the prospect of a dinner 
would have made you punctual. Take it, can't you ? " con- 
tinued Mabel, as she hastily flung the herbs she ^ke of — 
mallows, sweet-marjoram, marigolds and thyme — from a bas- 
ket which lay on the turf, half-hidden by a great rose-bush, 
and handed to her companion, with rather more care, a large 
packet wrapped in a napkin, which the loose bundle of mal- 
lows had covered most effectually. 

" Take the packet, and off with it to your hiding-place. 
Master Arthur," resumed she. ** You have small cause for 
thanks, I trow, since the pasty was made of your own deer, 
that 's certain ; and 't is odds but the flask of canary may, in 
bygone days, have inhabited the spacious cellarage of Temple 
Lalcham. Leave kissing my hand, good Arthur, and away. 
Nay, nay ! rest here a moment, fair cousin," resumed the 
pretty damsel, whoi?e experience of the " over-sea gallant's " 
delight in her society had been such as to occasion no small 
surprise at the ready obedience to the command of leaving 
her which ho testified upon the present occasion. " You may 



71 



TBM BOCNBHSAD'B DATOHXab 186 

as well stay just for one moment, just to toll me, in the first 
place, the caose why you are so silent and so sad, and, in the 
next, to have an opportunity of profiting by the perusal of a 
billet which I have received this very morning from my * un- 
worthy suitor,' as he calls himself, Aminadab, eldest son and 
heir of Aminadab Holdfast the elder, scrivener, of Newport." 

'' A billet from Aminadab, Mabel ? and you allow him — " 

"Hear the story out, beau cousin! A billet in verse. 
Have patience, and you shall hear all. Many a long year 
back, before the worst of these bad times, when your dear 
mother. Lady Montresor, profited by the very distant kindred 
that subsisted between our houses to show all manner of 
kindness iv my father's absence to his motherless girls, and to 
me, the youngest, more especially, — for, somehow, my sister 
Kosiah shrank away from her notice as if anticipating the 
8ad di\'ision that was to come : — well, you may remember in 
those days when you, a tall youth, and I, a small damsel — " 

" When I used to call you * my little wife,' Mabel, and my 
dear mother smiled at the word. 0, I remember those days 
well, — too well, perhaps, for a penniless exile ! " and the beau 
cousin sighed. 

"Fie, Arthur ! " resumed the fair maiden. "Let mo get 
on with my story. Well, in those days there arrived from 
foreign parts — sent by Sir Philip, from Italy, was it not ? — 
a certain instrument, which, if laid in an open window and 
swept by the wind, would discourse a music as strange as the 
means by which it was produced, so wild, and sweet, and sad, 
were the sounds." 

" I remember, as if it were yesterday, my poor mother's 
delight in those long, melancholy cadences, and the fears of 
the domestics, who, even after the simple machinery was 
shown and explained to them, continued to believe it some- 
thing ominous, if not supernatural. . But what can the iEolian 
harp have to do with Aminadab and his billet ? " 

" You sliall hear. Some fortnight since, after, in one of 
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my half-stolen visits to the Temple I<>l e lMWi libraxy and the 
dear pleasaonoe, I had disooverod you, &aT cousin, and joor 
hiding-plaoe, old Judith, disooornng of signs and omens, 
spoke of the < wind music ' up at the mansion, and Kesiah's 
cnriositj was much excited ; so, to preyent a visit, whioh 
might have endangered your secret, I ran here the next 
morning at daybreak, and, having after a long search discov- 
ered the l^st treasure, carried it home forthwith." 

" Still, what has that to do with Aminadah ? " 

" Why, the sweet youth — hast ever seen him, ArUmr ? 
He 's the very model of a Puritan scrivener's only son and 
heir ; plain, precise, stiff, and slow, dropping out his words at 
the rate of a syllable to a minute, and stalking along the 
highway at a pace which, at a liberal computation, may aver^ 
age some half mile an hour. He is all over an epitome of 
Puritanism and law. The new suit in whioh he comes 
a-courting crackles like parchment, and he makes love in a 
jargon filched from the mortgages and title-deeds which that 
cunning thief his father has stolen from their right owners. 
Hath he not your estate at Montresor Yale ? Yes ! I know 
he hath. AVell, Arthur, you are going to say, over again, 
what makes all this to iho billet ? Now, the truth is, that 
this accomplished swain happening to see me one &ir morn- 
ing with a volume of Spenser in my hand, and knowing, 
from the look of the stanzas, that it was verse, and scandal- 
ised at the title, — for of all commerce with any queens, 
more especially the Faerie Queene, we may safely hold him 
guiltless, — began vituperating the poets and poesy in such a 
fashion that I, thinking to be rid of him, forbade him my 
presence until he had, to make amends for his crime of lese 
poesie, produced a copy of verses in my honor." 

*' And he has vrritten them ? And these are they ? " quoth 
Master Arthur Montresor, taking them carelessly firom Ma- 
bel's fair hand. " Deli^tfully bad, of course ! " added he. 

" I crave your pardon; they are, on the oontrury, so good 
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tiiat, although Aminadab hath engrooBed, and in some sort 
appropriated by engroBsing thei%— fbr one can't call ttiose 
square angular characters hand of writ, — I should as soon 
miq>eot Holdfiust the elder, his hcmored fiither, of the c(nnpo- 
aition, as himself. I dare say he has stolen them, as that 
respectable scrivener would steal an estate. It 's the fiunily 
trick. Bead them, Artiiur ! '' 

** Addressed to Oelia, and signed Amyntor. What will 
the precisian, his &ther, say to names so heathenish?" 

"TO AS JBOUAS HABP. 

**AMDmMMXD VO THX LiLDT OF ALL BaAUTT, TBI TEBUOI VAA CILIA. 

** 0, breeiy harp ! that, with thy fond complrinlng^ 
Hast held my wUling ear this whole night long ; 
Moaming, as one might deem, yon moon, slow waning. 
Sole listener oft of thy melodious song ; 

*' Sweet harp ! if hashed a while that tnneftil sorrow, 
Whloh may not flow nnintermitted still, 
A lorer's prayer one strain less sad might borrow. 
Of all thou poorest at thine own sweet will. 

** Now, when — her forehead in that pale moon gleaming— 
Yon dark-tressed maid beneath the softening honr. 
As £Diin to lose no touch of thy sad streaming. 
Leans to the night from forth her latticed bower ; 

** And the low whispering air, and thy lone ditty, 

Aroond her heart tbolr mingled spells haro wore ; 
Now oease those notes a while that plain for pity. 
And wako thy bolder song, and ask for lore. 

•« AimnroB.** 

# «< Stolen of a surety ! none of Aminadab's handiwork." 
And, with a gravity which Mabel was far firom e3^ecting, he 
returned the manuscript. 

**But wherefore thus amort, £ur cousin? Methinks a 

* Not qnite stolen, although none of my handiwork. Again Mr. 
Xtqym'fl kind gift. 
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love-^tty from yon starched Puritan were no ill eanae of 
mirth." • 

<< He may langh, the rather that, by iflsoing your com* 
mands and accepting his obedience, you are doing your best 
to further hb suit. Think of this, dear Mabel, and put onb 
and rein on your gay spirit, so that it lead you into no straits 
when your poor cousin Arthur Montresor is dose mewed ii|>» 
and can no longer pester yon with grave counsel, or listen to 
the prattle which he has loyed too well. They have tracked 
me, Mabel, all day long. I have felt that the spy, Ebenezer, 
the creature of old Hold&st, is upon my footsteps, althoo^ 
by escaping through the wUdemess to the pleasaonoe, walled 
in by those tall yews and hollies, I haye for the moment baf- 
fled him. And, what is worse, an important missive (for my 
errand here was not merely to see once again my old ances- 
tel mansion, — the home of my forefathers, — and to fidl in 
love with the sweet plaything of my early years, my own 
little wife), what is far worse, ihej have, I fear, a missive 
compromising for higher names than mine — even Ormond 
himself. Hark ! That is Fldele's bark ! The spies are at 
hand." 

"Away with thee, dear Arthur! They know not the 
secret of the library window, which thou canst reach in a 
moment ; nor of the under-ground passage between the house 
and the grotto, leading from that very room. Fly thither, 
and leave me to baffle them! Away, dear Arthur! Be 
quiet, Fidele." 

An hour after this dialogue, Mabel Goodwin's round and 
ringing voice was heard in the grotto, singing to a popular 
air the first line of Aminadab's love-ditty : 

*< 0, breeij harp, that with thy fond eomplainiBf .** 
« Ought not Aminadab to be greatly flattered, Fidele, that 
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I, all aloiia hero, except thy fidthfbl Bdf, my pretty Fidele, 
am mnpng his Tenes — 

* 0, broMj hup ! ' 

I wonder whether anybody hears me! " 

And, giUhering firom her words that she was indeed alone, 
the young cayalier emerged from the sabterranean passage 
into a dark cave beyond the grotto, from whence he could, if 
necessary, effwt an immediate retreat ; the grotto itself being 
filled with garden-pots, rakes, hoes, and other light tools, 
which at once formed an ezcase fi>r Mabel's Tisit, and insured 
her of warning in case any other person should approach. 

''They are gone, Arthur!" cried Mabel, triumphantly. 
"They are both gone, Ebenezer Crump, and old Master 
Holdfiuit, in his proper person, half a dozen miles on the way 
to London by this time ; and what do you think they haye 
taken with them to lay before the Protector ? Guess ! Guess ! 
Aminadab's love-ditty ! What think you of that ? 

* ! br«ei7 harp, that with thj fond oompUining ! ' 

" It 's a pity they won't know the tune ! There 's your 

letter — the letter — mind that you don't drop it again, my 

good friend ; for one can't expect every day to get a copy 

of verses from that mirror of Puritans to send in the stead. 

How did I manage, do you want to know ? Why, Ebenezer 

had the letter in his hand, girdled round with a bit of red 

silk, and secured by a seal ; and while Master Holdfast was 

examining the herbs in my basket (luckily you had taken Uie 

wine and pasty with you), I begged to look at the packet, 

pretending to admire the gloss silk and the seal by which it 

was fastened, and so slipped the letter out, and the verses in. 

To think how his Highness the Protector will stare to see an 

address to the Lady of all Beauty, signed Amyntor ! and 

Master Holdfast, when he shall recognize the hand of writ of 

Aminadab! 

«0!br6e«3rbarp!* 
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It 18 really worth tlie fright to think how delig^tfiiDy theyU 
be puzzled. Bat then to look, Arthur, on your grave fiuse ! 
I do verily believe you would that thia miasive of yours, with 
all its treason against the Lord Proteotor, had gone to White- 
hall, raUier than that song." 

** Not so, dearest Mabel ! Your quick wit and ready hand 
have saved my life, and the lives of others fiur more valuable 
than mine ; but at a risk to yourself when the change of let- 
ters is known, as known it must be ri^t speedUy, at a risk 
to your own happiness which I tremble to think of. Ab for 
me, I must avail myself of the respite affinrded me to pre- 
pare Uie means of escape. Thou, fidrest and dearest"^- he 
checked himself, and continued in a lower tone — ^ Were it 
too much to ask of thee to meet me here three nights hence ? 
By that time " — he again paused — ^ thou wilt not fear to 
trust thyself here at midnight ? Thou wilt not mistiust thy 
pooprcousin ? Thou wilt come hiUier, sweetest Mabel ? " 

** I must go now, at any rate," said the little damsel, 
blushing. <* My father is ill at ease, and may lack my pres- 
ence ; and, strict though he be, and demure as is my good 
sister Eesiah, I do firmly believe that he, albeit he calls me 
rattle-brain and madcap, and chides my vagaries a dosen 
times a day, doth in reality, and in the bottom of his heart* 
love mo a hundred-fold better than he does her. A fiiir 
afternoon to you, Master Arthur Montresor. What would 
you give now to see the Lord Protector's face when he opens 
Aminadab's love-ditty? — 
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. And off the gjrpsy tripped. 
^^ # # «c # # * 

The third night arrived, a true English summer night, the 
west wind sighing, the moon nearly at full, laboring through 
drifting clouds, at one moment illumining the silent mansion 
and the noble park, at another enveloping all around in the 
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deepest shadow. The yoath and nuuden stood wiihin the 
ramed grotto ; Mabel, wrapping henelf in her hood and scarf, 
bat shiTering, neverthdess, parti j from the eSeot of the ni^t- 
dew, partly from strong emotioii, &r the ooosins (why not use 
the tme word, and call them loTenf) seemed to have dbanged 
dbaimoten ; so earnest and ardent were his pleadings, and her 
replies so grave and sad. 

And yet, perfai^ the transition finom extraordinary gayety 
to silent depressicm is mcnre oonmum than it seems. Both ex- 
tremes of manner and of feeling belong to the same sensitive 
temperamenti the same diameleon-like power of reflecting 
with equal intensity the bri^test sunshine and the darkest 
shade,— mndi as poor Mabel's pet, Lady Montresor's old 
peaoook, which reflected the noontide li^t so brilliantly, seem- 
ing to throw off showers of gold and colored gems, as it waved 
its jittering plomage, sat now perched upon the low bough 
of one of the great linden-trees, dusky, dark, and shadowy, as 
Ni^t hersel£ Of sach slight wear is gayety in this ohangefid 
world ! Gheer^ness stands the test better. That may be 
likened to Mabel's other feathered firiend, the brooding swan, 
who sits, half hidden by sedges, upon her nest in yonder islet, 
carrying the serene beauty of her snowy plumage into the 
gloomiest recesses, " making a sunshine in the shady place," 
rejoicing in her pure and silvery whiteness ** firom moonless 
midnight to matin prime." 

But we must return to our lovers. 

" All has be&llcu as I predicted, MabeL Without exactly 
knowing that fer which it was a substitute, the trick of the 
love-ditty has been detected, and my presence here so far 
ascertained as to insure to-morrow's bringing spies and soldiers, 
horse and flx>t, upon the track, to ransack this old place ; 
aided by the local knowledge of the scrivener, Holdfitst, eager 
to rid himself of me, that he may retain unquestioned posses- 
mon of Montresor Yale, the Northern property of our old 
hofom ; thrice eager to obtain thy hand fiir the fbmud preoi- 
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nan, his son, tliat he may join Uicae goodly manors to the 
estates that he already calls his. And thoa — " 

*' Ay, my sentence is already passed. I must wed Amina- 
dab, or relinquish all hqpe of pardon from my fiUher." And 
poor Mabel's tears poured down like rain. 

" Wed Aminadab, and embrace misery fi>r thy whole life 
long ! No, sweetest Mabel, that must never be. Dearest, 
when sent to England by Charles himself, joined in his honor- 
ing eonfidence with that soul of honor, Qrmond, and brooght 
by the duties of my mission near to our old home, I fiuicied 
that it was only the love of the pleasant scene where I had 
passed my happy youth that brought me to Temple Tialfliam 
and chained me there. Desperate was that self-dec^tion, 
Mabel. I came here that I might see once again the lovely 
child, the remembrance of whose graces had steeled my heart 
against the fair dames of France and Italy. I remained here, 
because I found that lovely child ripened into lovelier woman, 
and, for the first and only time, I felt that I loved. The poor 
exile dared not woo the rich heiress, and I was silent. But 
now, — 0, Mabel, I cannot leave thee to the destiny with 
which thou art threatened ! Come with me, feirest, dearest ! 
The prospects of the Cavaliers are bri^tening. A mistier 
conqueror. Death himself, is wrestling with the great warrior 
who hath sat so firmly, I had well-nigh said so worthily, on 
the English throne. His son cannot fill that seat. And then 
— but even if that hope fieul, and we be still poor, my 
Mabel — " 

" I think not of riches. They are as dust in the balance* 
My father, Arthur ! my poor, poor father ! " 

'* Will he be happier, thinkest thou, to see thee wretched 
with one whom thou canst not love, and to feel and know that 
he caused that wretchedness? Come, sweetest, the horses 
wait." 

" He kissed me to-ni^t, and blessed me ; — laid his hand 
upon my head and blessed me, Arthur. My dear, dear fether! 



•T 



boosdhsad's JunaBXBL 198 



I eannot lesve him, Arthur ! " And she wrong her hands, 
and sobbed as if her heart would break. 

**Wilt thoa stay to wed Aminadab? We shall retom, 
Mabel, to thy father ; return to kneel together for his bless- 
ing. And he has still Kesiah. Here is thy palfrey. Place 
that little ibot in my hand. So." 

<* My &Uier ! my poor father ! " 

And, weeping and exclaiming, die rode away. 

###### 

A twelvemonth had gone by. The summer sun shone once 
more on the fair mansion and the rich woods of Temple Lale- 
ham. Hie great Protector was dead, and Richard Cromwell 
had seemed as well pleased to relinquish the task of sovereignty 
as Charles had been to ascend his ancestral throne. The 
kingdom, after its long unrest, was beginning to settle into 
tranquillity, when, one fine morning, the offending daughter 
(DOW, by the death of stout Sir Philip, Lady Montresor) stood 
humbly before her father's door. Kesiah received her there 
with the kiss of sisterly affection. 

" My father ! my dear father ? " said poor Mabel. 

" He is better, much," replied Kesiah, answering the look 
rather than the word ; " greatly better in health, and pre- 
pared to see you." 

The sisters sought his room in silence; and Mabel fell 
weeping at his feet, and laid her head upon his knee. 

" Father ! dear father ! " 

And again she wept. 

Softened by illness, by the sight of his favorite child, and, 
above all, by her fondness and humility, the old man once 
again laid his trembling hand upon her head. 

Smiling through her tears, she received the benediction in 
joyfol silence. 

"Thou hast a son, Mabel. What hast thou called the 
varlet ? " 

« John Gk)odwin, dear father ! " 
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** John (Joodwin ! poor silly wenoh ! and I woold not safe 
Kesiah to name him in my presenoe ! John Gk)odwin ! poor 
wenoh ! poor wench ! lliej tell me, Mabel, that thy hnaband 
is as ally as thyself; that he hath been striving in the ooandl 
against his own rights, and contenting himself with winning 
bacdc his estate of Montresor Yale firom his dd enemy. Hdd- 
&8t hath caused the mansion and lands of Temple Lakham 
to abide with me. Well! well! thoa mnst dwell there, 
Mabel, and so mnst he, and the yonng knave, thy son." 

'< Nay, fiither, is there not room for yon and Kesiah also ? 
room for ns all ? Let us not be parted again, dear &ther ! 
never let ns be parted again ! " 

And at Temple Laleham the reconciled &mily, &ther and 
children. Roundhead and Cavalier, dwelt to a good old age, in 
peace and honor. 



THE KING'S WARD. 

** I liATt BO J07 of thii ooninot to-night.** 

8haupiabx« 

** What ! not a word to thy poor old nurse, or thy faithftd 
bower-women ? Not a nod, or a smile, or a kindly look, to 
show tliat thou heedest ns ? Thou that wast wont to be the 
merriest and kindliest damsel in merry Cumberland, the fair 
and bold Edith Clifford, the wealthiest maiden north of Trent; 
aboat to be wedded, too, to tbe young Lord Howard, the good- 
liest and the bravest knight of Eong Henry's court, for whose 
favor the gay dames of the south have been trying and vying 
at pageant, at joust, and at tournament, ever since his return 
from the wars ! Men say that, for all that he hath fought 
against the Soldan, and carried the * blanche-lion,' the old 
banner of his house, foremost among the proud chivalry of 
France and Italy, he hath rather the mien of a young page 
than of a stalwart warrior, so smooth and fair is his brow, so 
graceftd his form, so gentle and courteous his bearing. Still 
amort. Sweeting ! mute as a marble image on thy very bridal 
eve!" And tiie good old Margaret, seeing her lady still 
unmoved, paused for very vexation. 

" So generous a wooer, too ! " exclaimed one of the attend- 
ant maidens, glancing at the profusion of rich gifts with which 
a heavy wain had been laden, and which had arrived that 
very day at the castle, under convoy of the good knighf s 
squire, and a score or two of pages and men-at-arms, and 
which now lay in magnificent proi^ion about the tapestried 
diambery scattered amidst the quaint antique fbmiture, hi^- 
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backed ebony chairs, oaken screens, oat into mimio laoe-work ; 
marble slabs, resting on gilded griffins, or some soch piotnr- 
esqno monsters of heraldry ; and huge cabinets, composed of 
the rarest woods, an entire history, profiuie or sacred, eazred 
upon the doors, and surmounted with fspms and pinnades, like 
the decorated shrine of a GotMo cathedral ; the whole scene, 
lighted up by the bright beams of the ev^ung sun, oolored 
into a thousand vivid hues, as they ^anoed throogh the 
storied panes of the oriel window. A soene more bright, or 
more gorgeous, than that stately lady's bower, tenanted, as it 
was, by woman in her fairest forms, by venerable age and 
blooming youth, could hardly be found in merry "RnglRiwi. 
Yet there sat the youthful lady of the casUe, in the midst of 
all this costly beauty, languid and listless, pale and motionless 
as a statue. 

" So generous a wooer, too ! " exclaimed Mistress Bridget, 
the pretty bright-eyed brunette, the Lady Edith's principal 
bower-woman, who, being reckoned the best adjuster of a 
head-tire, and the most skilful professor of all arts of the loom 
and the needle, whether in white-seam, cut work, tapestry, or 
broidery, of any maiden in the North country, was more 
especially alive to the rarity and richness of Lord Howard's 
gtfls. 

" So generous a wooer, too ! only look at these carpets from 
Persia ! T is a marvel how folk can have the heart to put 
foot on such bright flowers ; they seem as if they were grow- 
ing ! And these velvets from Genoa ; were ever such colors 
seen ? And the silken stufis from Padua, that stand on end 
with their own richness ; what kirtles and mantles they will 
make ! And the gloves of Gales, that cause the chamber to 
smell like a garden full of spice, cloves and jessamine ! And 
these veils from the Low Countries, as fine as a spider's web ! 
And the cloth of gold, and the cloth of silver, — where did 
Master Eustace say they came from, Dame Margaret ? And 
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this golden yenel for perfumes, whidi looks like a basket all 
OTerroD with grapes and ivy I " 

^ That was wrou^t bj a cmming goldsmitd of Florence,*' 
responded old Margaret, '* whose skill is so surpassing, that 
albeit he employs diiefly the precious metals, the workman- 
ship is of more value than the materials. This silver tray, 
with the delicate trellis-work, wreathed with lilies and roses 
round the edge, and the story of Diana and Ac — Ac — fie 
on my old brains ! I shall forget my own name soon ! — 
Plana and — he that was turned into a stag — " 

'* AetsBon ! " whispered Alice, the fairest and most youthful 
of the Lady Edith's attendants, gently and unostentatiously 
suj^lying the good dame's &ilure of memory, without looking 
up from her work. 

<*Ay, Actsson! I thank thee, Alice. Thy wits are 
younger than mine by fifty good years or more. This silver 
salver, with the light delicate edge, that seems like the work 
of the fiiiries, and the story of Diana and Actseon inside, is 
by the same hand." 

'* And then the caskets of precious stones ! " pursued the 
enthuaastio waiting-damsel, wanning at the contemplation of 
the finery. ** The brooches and bracelets ! The coronets and 
the carkanets ! Why, yonder wreath of emeralds and ame- 
thysts, which lies on the table underneath the great Venetian 
glass, — to think of my kdy never having had the curiosity 
to look into tkiU I " (and Mistress Bridget took a self-satisfied 
peep at her own pretty figure, as it was reflected on the broad, 
dear sor&ce of the rare and costly mirror), **that sin^e 
wreath, which she hath never vouchsafed to glance upon ; and 
the ropes of pearls which I laid upon her lap, and which ffho 
hath let drop upon the floor ; do pidL them up, Alice ! I 
yerily believe the fix>lish wench careth as little for these 
predoufl adornments as the Lady Edith herself! That one 
wreath, and those strings of pearls, be worth an earl*B ran- 
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At this moment the soimd of a harp was heard, and the 
Yoioe of the minstrel arose from beneath the casement : 

** Waken to plearare. 

Lady sweet ! 
Lo ! an empire's treason 

Is spread at thy feet : 
Here be shawls of oashmere Anfl ; 
Babies firom Bnlcbaria's mine ; 
nie pear-shaped pearls of Ormui's bay ; 
And gold, 'mid Yemen's sands that lay. 
Waken to pleasure, 

lAdy sweet ! 
Lore, and Loto's treasure. 

Be spread at thy feet." 

The air was smooth and flowing, and the voice that of 
Robert Fits-Stephen, one of the most approved of the courti j 
minstrels ; but still the Lady Edith sat pale and motionless, 
as though the tide of melody had glided nnfelt over her seises, 
producing no more impression than the waters of the lake 
upon the plumage of the cygnet. 

Dame Margaret sighed deeply, and Bridget, giving her 
head a provoked, impatient jerk, resumed her embroidery with 
such furious rapidity, that she broke her silk half-a-dosen 
iimes in the course of a minute, and well-nigh spoiled the car- 
nation upon which she was engaged, and which she had in- 
tended to outvie the natural blossom in Father Francis' 
flower-border. Young Alioe, drawing her tapestry-frame 
nearer to them, and further firom Lady Edith, and speaking 
in a low tone, even lower than her own soft and gentle natu- 
ral voice, resumed the conversation. 

" For my own part, good Bridget (call me foolish an' thou 
wilt), I do no^ wonder at our sweet lady's sadness. Think 
what a piteous thing it is to be an orphan; think but of that 
groat grief! And then to be a great heiress to boot, left in 
the king's ward and dragged from her own dear home in her 
old dear North country, to this fine grand castle (which, albeit 
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her own also in rig^t of her ladj motber, Beems too rtrunge 
and too grand for happiness), and all for the purpose of being 
wedded to this young lord, with his ooetl j-glittering gifts, who 
Iiad never voachsafed to oome near her until now, on the very 
eve of the bridal, when it hath pleased him to give notioe of 
hia approach. Holy St. Agatha defend me firom snoh a 
wooer ! A wooer, whose actions show, as plainly as words 
could tell, that he seeketh Lady Edith's broad lands, and 
careth as little for Lady Edith's warm heart as I do for a 
withered rose-leaf. I '11 tell thee what, Bridget, I never look 
to see such happy days again, as when we dwelt in our old 
dear home, amongst the pleasant vales and breezy mountains 
of Cumberland. There was health and freedom in the veiy 
air. Dost thou not remember the day when old Oeo&ey the 
falconer had lamed himself among the rooks, and the youth 
Albert, the travelling minstrel, took charge of the hawks, and 
waited on my lady, as if he had been trained to the f^>ort all 
his life long ? Hast thou forgot how she stood by the lake 
with her favorite merlin on her wrist, and her white grey- 
hound Lily-bell at her side, looking like the very goddess of 
the chase, so full of life, and spirit, and cheeriness ? And that 
bright evening, when she led the dance at the Maypole? 
Well-a-day, poor lady ! 't is a wofbl change ! " 

It was remarkable that the Lady Edith's attention, which 
neither the louder speech of her elder attendants, nor the ring- 
ing tones of the harper, had been able to command, was ar- 
rested at once by the soft, low voice of Alice. The womanly 
sympathy sank soothingly into the woman's heart, just as the 
gentle rain firom heaven penetrates the parched hill-side, from 
whose arid surface the sharp and arrowy hail rebounds with- 
out impression. The drooping mistress listened in moumM 
silence, whilst her faithful maiden, unconscious that she had 
attracted her notice, pursued, in still lower accents, the train 
of thought which her own fond recollections of the freedom 
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and happiness whioh thej liad taated among their natave 
mountains had awakened in her mind. 

" Poor Albert, too ! the wandering minstrel, who came to 
the castle gate to crave lodging for one night, and spjoomed 
with OB for three long months; and then, when he had 
wronght himself up to go, — and, verily, it was a parting like 
that of the spirit and the flesh, when he left our old walls, — 
returned again and again, and finally fixed himsdf in the 
fisherman's cottage, where the monntain streamlet, after mean- 
dering along the meadow, falls into the lake. Poor Albert ! 
I warrant me he taketh good care of Lily-bell and my lady's 
merlin, whereof ho craved the charge firom old Ge<^ey. I 
marvel whether my lady knoweth that her pretty Lily-bell 
and her &vorite fiJoon be in hands that will tend them so 
heedfully for her dear sake! To my fancy, Bridget, that 
poor youth, alb^t so fear^ and so ashamed in her presence, 
worshipped the very ground that she trod upon. I have seen 
him kiss Lily-bell's glossy head, after her hand had patted it, 
reverently and devotedly, as though it had been a holy 
relic in the great minster at Durham." 

Again the full and ringing chords of the harp, but, this 
time, to an old border air, well known to the Northern 
maidens, rose from beneath the casement. The voioe, too, 
was different from that of the courtly minstrel, — deeper, 
manlier, pouring forth the epint of the words, as they gushed 
spontaneously, as it seemed, from his lips, as though, in his 
case, song were but the medium of feeling, and the poet's 
fancy and the musician's skill were merged in the impassioii- 
ate grief of the despairing lover. So the strain rang : 

« nigh o'er the baron's eutie tall 
Rieh banners float with heavy fall ; 
And light and song, in mingling tide. 
Poor forth, to hail the lovely bride. 
Yet, lady, still the birohen tree 
Waves o'er the oottage on the lea ; 
The babbUng stream nmi bright and &ir« 
The lore-ftar of tha West shiaet thtr*.'* 
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<«]Bh!'* exclaimed old Margaret ; "« tliat ditty hath anmaed 
mj hdj. See how she listens." 

" Tie the rondelay which die herself was wont to sing," 
observed Bridget ; *< bat the words are different" 

^ Peace ! peace ! " cried the Lady Edith, cheeking, with 
some impatience, the prattle of her attendants, and leaning 
againsl the casement whidi she had finng <^>en, as the deep 
and earnest Toioe of the minstrel again resounded throo^^ 
tlie apartanent. "Be silent, I pray ye!" 

** lUitod wwdvu paiM o'«r keep and tow«r ; 
Gaj maidens dook the lady's bower; 
Page, sqaire and knif^t, a princely train. 
Wait duteous to her hridle-rein. 
Yet in that cot the milk-white hound. 
The IkTorite faloon, still are found ; 
And one more fond, more true than they. 
Bom to adore and to obey." 

<* Alack ! alack ! " nghed the tender-hearted Alice. " Well- 
a-day, poor yonth ! I eyer deemed that his strange fondness 
for Lily-bell — albeit as pretty and playfbl a creature as 
erer gambolled on the green sward, and as swift of foot as 
eyer Mlowed hare oyer the mountains — had a deeper source 
than lo?e of the good hound. Well-a-day, poor Albert ! He 
is a goodly youth ! " 

" Hush ! hush ! " exclaimed the Lady Edith, as the sym- 
phony finished, and the yoice, again mingled with the chords 
of the harp, struck falteringly and unsteadily now, as though 
the hand trembled and the heart waxed faint. 

'* The ooronet of jewels rare 
Shines proudly o'er her face so fair ; 
And titles high and higher name 
Lord Howard's lovely bride may claim. 
And yet the wreath of hawthorn bough 
Onoe lighter pressed that snowy brow ; 
And hearts that wither now were gay. 



WkiB dM WM Vat tht Qomb of liaj. 



jn 



202 OB Knia'8 wabdw 



"Alas! alas! mj lady, — mj dear, sweet Udj!" nuiN 
mured Alice to herself, as poor BdiHi, after Hogering at die 
window loDg enough to ascertain that the harp was sileotaiid 
the harper gcme, sank into a seat with a si^ and a lode of 
desolation, that proved more plainlj than words the truth of 
the last lines of the minstrel's lay. 

*< Alas ! alas ! dear lady ! " exclaimed she in a loader tone, 
as the sudden buret of startling noises, the warlike blasts of 
trump and comet, the jarring, dissonant sound oansed by 
raising the heayy portcullis and lowering the masnre draw- 
bridge, and the echoing tramp of barbed steeds and mailed 
horsemen in the courts of the castle, showed that the expected 
bridegroom had at length arrived. 

Edith wrung her hands in desperation. 

(* This knight I cannot and will not see. Gk> to him, Uar- 
garet ; say that I am sick — that I am dying. The blessed 
saints can bear witness that thou wilt say but the truth in so 
telling him. Sick at heart am I, — sick to the death ! ! 
that I had died before this wretched hour!" And poor 
Edith burst into an agony of tears, that shook her veiy ftame. 

"Why goest thou not, Margaret?'* inquired she, a few 
moments after, when, exhausted by its own yi(denoe, her grief 
had become more tranquiL " Why dost thou not carry my 
message to the Lord Howard ? Why dally thus, old dame ? 
Bridget, go thou ! They stand about me as though I were 
an ignorant child, that knew not what she said ! Do my bid- 
ding on the instant, Bridget ; thou wert best" 

" Nay, good my lady, but our gracious lord the king — ** 

" Tell me not of kings, maiden ! I '11 to sanctuary. 1 11 
fly this very night to my aunt, the prioress of St. Mary's. 
The church knoweth well how to protect her yotarics. Woe 
is me ! that, for being bom a rich heir, I must be shut from 
the free breath of heaven, the living waters, and the flowery 
vales, in the dark and gloomy cloister ! To change the looks 
that float upon the bieese for the dismal veil ! To waste my 
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joaA in the oold and narrow oonrent eell — a liying tomb ! 
O, it 18 a aad and a weary lot ! Bnt better 00 than to pH^t 
my troth to one whom I haye nerer seen, and ean never love ! 
to 0m my hand to one man, whilat my heart abideth with 
anotiier!" 

"Lady!*' cried Margaret; '*domy senaesplay me false? 
Or is it Edith Clifford that speaketh thus of a low-bom 
ohorl?" 

<'A low-born ohnrl!" responded Edith. <' There is a re- 
gality of mind and of spirit about that youth, which needeth 
neither wealth nor lineage to even him with the greatest — 
the inborn nobility of virtae and of genius ! Never till now 

knew I that he loved me; and now . Hasten to this 

lord, Alice, and see that he cometh not hither. Wherefore 
lingerest thou, maiden ? " inqnirod Edith, of the pitying dam- 
sel, who staid her steps with an exclamation of sniprise, as the 
door of the chamber was gently opened. Tell the Lord How- 
ard the very truth ; men say that he is good and wise — too 
wise, too good, to seek his own happmess at the expense of a 
poor maiden's misery. Tell him the whole truth, Alice. 
Spare thy mistress that shame. Say that I love him not ; say 
that I love " 

*< Nay, sweetest lady, firom thine own dear lips must come 
that sweet confession,*' said a voice at her side, and, toming 
to the well-known accents, Edith saw at her feet him who, 
having won her heart as the wandering minstrel, the humble 
falconer, claimed her hand as the rich and high-bom Philip 
Howard, the favorite of the king. 

A cry of joy burst firom the astonished waiting-women, and 
was echoed by the pretty greyhound Lily-bdl, who had fol- 
lowed the Lord Howard into the room, and now stood trem- 
bling with ecstasy before her fair mistress, resting her head in 
her lap, and looking up into her face with eyes beaming with 
affectionate gladness — eyes that literally glowed with de- 
list 
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Never was hi^pineaa more perfect than ihat of tlie be- 
trothed maiden on thia bo dreaded bridal eve. And heart- 
ily did her faithful attendants sympathise in her happineas; 
only Bridget found it impossible to comprehend why, in the 
hour of hope and joy, as in that of fear and sorrow, her dearly- 
beloyed finery should be neglected. 

** To think," quoth the provoked bower-woman, " that now 
that all these marvels have come about, and that the Lord 
Howard turns out to be none other than the youth Albert, my 
lady will not vouchsafe to tell me whether her kirtk shall be 
of cloth of gold or cloth of silver; or whether she will don 
the coronet of rubies or the emerald wreath ! Well^«-daj ! " 
q[uoth Bridget, ** this love ! this love ! " 
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*< ThMj hare a31 b«en tonehed. Mid found bMo metal.*' 
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^ S(S this is my retarn to my native village ! This is my 
veoepiioo from relatives who owe me so much!" Thus 
thooght, rather than said, a poor-looking old man, as he stood 
leaning over the gate of a newly-cleared wheat-field, in the 
bright, bustling, busy harvest-time. " One," exclaimed he, as 
his musings took a tone of passion which broke unconsciously 
into words, **ODe — yonder portly landlady, forsooth, sit- 
ting in her bar, as she is pleased to call it, — her bar, 
quotha ! In my young days it was the little boarded parlor 
opening firom the tap-room. A bar in the old Bed Lion! 
What shall we hear of next ? One, bedecked and bedizened, 
with her gown like a rainbow, her fringed apron, and her cap 
stock oat with flowers, sitting in her bar, if that be its style 
and title, amongst her glasses and punch-bowls, with a bell 
upon her table, and a net of lemons dangling above her head ; 
she, Miss Collins, as she calls herself — she used to answer to 
the name of Jenny Collins twenty years agone — refused 
pduit-blank to acknowledge me ! denied to my face that she 
had ever seen me ! called me a cheat and an impostor ! won- 
dered at my impudence in attempting to pass myself off for 
her dear uncle, Michael Norris! threatened me with the i 
stocks and the round-house, the justice and the jail ! Precious 
minx ! She whom I rescued* from drudgery and starvation, 
from living half shop-woman, half maid, with the stingy, ter- 
magant olearnrtarcher, in Belford Marsh ! whom I set up in 
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that yery Ked Lion ! — perched upon her throne, the tm- 
ohair, in the bar ! — purchased the lease, the fomitnre, the 
good-will; paid her first year's rent; stocked her ceUars; 
clapped a hondred-ponnd bank-note into her hand! And 
now that I come home, old and lame, sick and ragged, she 
reviles me as a vagabond and an impostor, and tells me to be 
thankful to her compassion and tender-heartedness that she 
does not send for the constable to carry me to jail ! Liar 
that she is ! — base, ungrateful, perjured liar ! for die knew 
me. I saw that she knew me ; ay, as well as I knew her. 
She would be glad to be no more altered in the years that 
have changed her from a slim girl of twenty-five to a bloated 
woman of five-and-forty, than I, in those same years, wi& all 
my griefs ! 

<* Then her brother — faugh ! It maddens me to think of 
their baseness! — whom I educated and apprenticed, finding 
him money afterwards to put him into partnership with old 
Jones the thriving linen-draper. He, indeed, did not jnreteDd 
to deny that I might be his uncle ; — but, grant tliat I were, 
what claim had I upon his charity, more than any other starv- 
ing wretch ? What was I to him ? He pitied me. Heaven 
knew ! but what could I expect from him ? 0, the smooth- 
speaking, sofl-spoken knave, with his pity and his charity ! 
Hypocrite in look and word ! His tone was as gentle as if he 
had been bidding me welcome to bed and board for my whole 
life long. What a fawning parasite that would have been 
now, if I had accosted him like a rich man ! Well, there is 
some virtue in these rags, since they teach &lse tongues to 
speak the truth. Then came my cousin Anthony, whoee 
daughter I portioned, whose runaway son I clothed and sent 
to sea. And this Anthony is now a great meal-man — a ridi 
miser, who could buy up half the county. What said he ? 
Why, he was poor himself — the scoundrel, — nobody knew 
how poor, and had been forced to make a rule to ^ve noth- 
ing to beggars; ay, he oalled me a b^;gar ! I mi^t go to the 
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UmoD, he taid ; tliat was ilie fittest place for me* To the 
Union ! the workhouse ! O, the precious rascal ! The son 
of mj &ther's brother, brought up in my father's house, 
— worth a hundred thousand pounds, and would have sent 
me to the workhouse, — me, his only living kinsman! 0, 
this world! tlus world! Then, — fbr I was resolved to 
try them all, — I sought out my old schoolfellow Nicholas 
Hume, the spendthrift, whom I bailed in my young days, 
when little richer than himself, and saved fVom prison by 
paying his debts. What was his gratitude ? Why, he, for- 
sooth, had never heard my name. Michael Norris ! Who 
was Michael Norris ? 0, they know me well enough twenty 
years ago, when I returned from the West Indies a rich man, 
husband of a wealthy Creole, master of flourishing planta- 
tions, to visit my early haunts, help my poor relations, — I 
found them all in distress, some way or other, — and shake 
hands with my old friends ! Nobody had forgotten me then. 
But now that I come back a ragged cripple, houseless and 
friendless — " And the old man paused, and lifted his 
wretdied hat from his thin gray hairs, and passed his tattered 
handkerchief over his furrowed brow, with an air which proved 
that he was as much oppressed by mental suffering, by indig- 
nation, and disappointment, as by the sultry heat of an 
August noon. 

** There are none Icfl now," thought old Michael to him- 
self, as, exhausted by his vehemence, he sank into a milder 
mood, — ** none left for me to apply to now, except the three 
orphan children of my poor nephew, William Leslie, the 
cousin of these hard-hearted Collinses, and their mother; 
and they, I fear, are themselves in great want, and great 
trouble. He, lately dead, after a series of undeserved mis- 
fortunes, and a long and wasting illness ; and she, working as 
hard as ever woman did work to keep herself and her family 
out of the workhouse, — that Union to whose comforts my 
precious oousin Anthony so tenderly consigns me. Poor 
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things ! Thej ma j well deny any knowledge of me ! ftr 
thoy never saw me ; and I have had a good sample of die 
slight impression that benefits conferred leave beluiid them ! 
William was only sixteen when I left En|^d and returned 
to Jamaica, adber my last visit A fine, firank-hearted lad he 
was ! I remember wishing to take him with me. But my 
poor sister would not part with him. She had married again 
after the death of her first husband, William's &ther, aikd a 
wretched match she made ; for this second husband proved 
to be an habitual drunkard, always half mad when intozi- 
oated, who broke out at last into desperate freniy, and. but 
for my in^sr position, would have murdered the poor boy. I 
seem to see the struggle now," thou^^t the old man, dooii^ 
his eyes ; ** he fiinging himself upon William with a table- 
knife, and I rushing between them just soon enouf^ to re- 
ceive the blade in my arm. I bear the mark of the wound 
still. The madman was sent to an asylum, and there soon 
died. And my poor sister, well-off for her station, oould not 
part from this only son. He was a fine lad, was William, 
spirited and generous; and, when she also died, he was 
already attached to the girl whom he afterwards married. I 
helped thorn, too, for I loved the boy; I helped on that 
match, for it was one of sincere affection, and they were in a 
way to earn a handsome competence ; there must have been 
some imprudence, or great ill-luck, to have reduced them to 
such poverty.'' So ran the train of the old cripple's revery. 
** I never suspected it ; he never wrote to me ; and I, en- 
gaged in my own affiiirs, sx^d with children then of my own 
— well, I will sec them, however. They are in this field 
gleaning. So said their neighbor. Yes ! This is the field. 
There they arc. I '11 see them," thought Michael Norris, 
" though it is probable that they too will know nothing of 
me." And, opening the gate, the old man limped slowly 
across the furrows, and began gathering the scattered ears of 
com in his withered hand. 
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We ha.T6 nid the fiM^ altlumghy after peanog the gate, 
irldoh admitted him between the two high hedges that boonded 
it OB tiie northern aide, the wide expanse from which the 
wheat had just been carried aaromed the i^pearance rather 
of a large open ridge of arable land, bordered by the high 
road, and terminated by a distant village, than of the small 
wooded enclosures so common in the midland oomities. A 
pretty scene it was, as it lay before him, bathed in the son- 
ahine ; and a lovely group was that to which his attention 
was immediateiy directed. A pale young woman, whose 
regular and beautiful features received additional interest 
firom her close widow's cap, stood before him, holding a fine 
inftnt in her arms ; a very pretty girl of twelve or thirteen 
was flourishing a tnfl of wheat-ears before the baby's eyes, 
smiling herself at the smile ^e excited, while her little 
brother dung to the mother's petticoat in momentary fear of 
two high-fed dogs attending a genUeman and lady riding 
slowly along the road« 

The poor cripple drew back, and sat down under a dump 
of maple and hawthorn, gay with the purple wild veitdi, the 
white bind-weed, and the pretty dematis, known by the still 
prettier name of ** the traveller's joy ; " whilst the riding- 
party called off their dogs, spoke gradously to the child and 
his molher, and passed slowly out of sight. As they left her, 
Mrs. Leslie, for she it was, approached the old man, to re- 
place her in&nt in his cradle, niched under the fragrant 
ehade of some overhanging hasel-stems, just beside his rude 
eeat. Struck by the evidence of poverty, sickness and sor- 
row, afforded by his tattered apparel, and his wrinkled yet 
venerable countenance, she took up a pitcher, which stood by 
the cradle, and, with the kindness which the very poor so 
often diow to eadi other, and a remark upon the heat of the 
day, offered him a small oup^ of the milk which formed the 
eontenti of the jug. He took it with a trembling hand, and 
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tliaDked her with an emolioii which oar readers will oonpie- 
hend, but which at once sarpriaed and interested its otgeot 

" Your name is Leslie ? " asked he, as, after retaming the 
onp with thanks and blessings, he made room for her beode 
him on the thjmy bank. 

" Your name is Leslie ? " 

** Margaret Leslie. It is so." 

«' The wife of Wiliam Leslie ? *' 

<< His widow. Ah, me ! his widow ! ** replied she, with a 
sigh. " The widowed mother of those childroD. Michael," 
added she, as the boy came near them, *< take some milk 
yourself, and carry a capful to yoor sister, and bring what 
wheatnears she and you have gathered to my little hef^** 

" Michael ! " echoed the old man, "your husband's name 
was William ! How came you to call hb son Michael f But 
the name belongs to your family, perhaps ; — your fiUher, or 
some favorite brother ? " 

" No," replied the widow, << it was for a ^Ufferent reason. 
A very dear kinsman of my husband's bore that name, and 
in token of love and gratitude to him, and in fUfilment of an 
old promise, so our only son was christened." 

'* I remember," muttered the cripple to himself, ** I re- 
member William said that his first boy should bear my name, 
and I think he wrote to that effect after the child was bom ; 
but the letter must have arrived at that time of misery." 
Then rousing himself, and turning to the gentle creature, 
whom a feeling of unusual interest still detained at his side, 
he added aloud, " I do remember now that William Leslie 
had an uncle called Michael Norris, but what peculiar cause 
of gratitude " 

"What cause!" interrupted Mrs. Leslie; "a thousand 
causes ; from a mere in&nt, when I have heard my husband 
say that ho gave him the first shilling he ever possessed, 
that kind uncle, absent or present, was his good genius. 
He insisted upon his being sent to Belfbrd School ; paid him- 
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fldf Ibr mMten, whom lus gnmrdiaiis thought Boperflnoos ; 
Teeeaed him from the frantic hmsj of his stepfather ; saved 
lus life, at the utmost peril of his own, from the Hirions as, 
flanlts of that wretched madman; placed him in the paper- 
mill, whidi, but for the rash speculations of his partner, would 
have been not merely a comfortable income f&t himself, but 
an affluent provision for his family ; and, last and dearest 
kindness, when William, with his characteristic generosity, 
loved a poor girl, the portionless orphan of a naval c^cer, 
whoi interested connections and oflkioas fHends all opposed 
tiie onion, did not he, horn across the wide ocean, send him- 
self not merely his approbation of the destined marriage, but 
a portion for the deetitate bride ? I never saw hiiii," con- 
tinned Mrs. Leslie, in a lower tone than that which had been 
dictated by her enthusiastic recollection of her benefactor's 
goodness ; " but night and morning I have prayed for 
him, and night and morning do my poor children join in 
those prayers; and my dear husband, amongst bis latest 
words " 

" Bid he pray for the uncle who seemed to have forgotten 
him ? " asked the old man, his voice half-stifled with emotion. 
" Look, Margaret," added he, stripping up his sleeve and 
showing a deep scar extending diagonally across his left arm ; 
" this scar was received from the knife with which his iurious 
and frantic stepfather was pursuing William Leslie. I am 
Michael Norris. You will not disdain to acknowledge the 
cripple who comes to your door hungry and ragged. Here, 
Uh),*' said he, taking from his pocket a bundle of papers, 
' are characters that you well know." 

Tearfully, yet joyfrilly, the warm-hearted and grateful Mar- 
^ret returned the embraces of her venerable kinsman, pre- 
isnted her three children to him one by one, and replied to 
his questions as to their change of circumstances. 

It needed few words to tell the story. Nothing is more 
rajnd than a descent. The rolling of a stone down a hill is a 
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true type of falling fortune. Taking advantage of a long iDf 
ness with which William Leslie was afflicted, his partner en- 
gaged in desperate speculations. They fidled. The nsh 
specolator absconded, and William remained a bankrquti 
without a friend or resource. Honest to the last, his wife 
resigned her small settlement to satisfy the creditors. His 
debts being paid, he had tried every means of living, and 
whilst he retained his health had supported his family by the 
most persevering industry ; but a fever, occasioned by over 
exertion, had come on ; his constitution, unpaired by anxiety 
and labor, had been unable to resist the attack, and dnoe that 
period the wife who had been the fisdthful partner of his cares 
and his toils had at least so far succeeded as to nudntain her 
children without the assistance of charity, whether public or 
private. 

« Why not have written to me when this bankruptcy took 
place ? " inquired the uncle. 

'* Alas, dear sir ! we had before heard of that terrible hni^ 
ricane, in which " 

" In which,'* said the old man, filling up, with stem com- 
posure, the sudden pause that from a mixture of delicacy and 
sympathy had arrested Margaret Leslie's words — "in whidi 
the plantation where I resided was laid waste, my house 
levelled with the ground, and my wife with four hopeful diil- 
dren in the ruins ! In striving to rescue them, -this thigh," — 
striking the withered limb with a hazel-twig, — ** this thigh 
was broken. I owe my preservation to the gratitude of an 
emancipated negro ; but for months, for years, all life, aU 
nature, was a blank before me ! I have sometimes wondered 
how I could have survived such a blow, — for what purpose 
I was i^ared ! The doubt was sinful, and finds its rebuke, 
its thrice merciful rebuke, in this blissful hour. You heard, 
then, of my losses, dear Margaret ? Poor William heard of 
tliem ? " 

" We were sure that something must have gone amiss, firom 
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reoeiTing no reply to the letter which annoimced the birth of 
oar boj, and claimed your promiso of standing godfather at 
his christening. William did not like to write again upon 
such an occasion ; it would have seemed like encroaching upon 
your too generous spirit. But when the news of that awful 
hurricane arriYcd, and Nicholas Hume and the Collinses made 
inquiries in London, and ascertained that your plantation had 
indeed been amongst those laid waste, — then your silence was 
too well e]q>lained ! I heard this sad news first ; for it ar- 
rived during the dreadful illness which preceded my husband's 
bankruptcy. And when he regained so much breathing-tune 
after his own misfortunes as to adc news of you, no tiding? 
ooold be obtained ; all trace of you seemed lost O, that he 
had lived to see thb day ! HIS will be done ! But 0, that 
my poor husband had but lived to see once more the kinsman 
he loved 80 well ! " 

The old man pressed her hand in speechless emotion, and 
Margaret, smiling through hers, went on : 

" You must live with us, dear uncle, and we shall wait upon 
you and work for you, and be happy together — as happy as 
we can be without him — after all. "My Annie is a good 
girl, — 0, such a good girl ! and pretty, is she not, dear 
uncle ? — and poor Michael, your namesake, is a boy of a 
thoiLsand. Wc have had much to be thankful for. Farmer 
Bogers, the overseer, whose books my husband kept (little 
Michael keeps them now, as well, the farmer says, as his 
father did), supplies us with milk twice a day. Mrs. Las- 
celles, the rector's wife, employs Annie and me constantly in 
needlework for her large family ; and if we can but keep our 
pretty cottage, — if wc can but keep that cottage at whoso 
porch poor William planted the honeysuckle and the China 
rose, and the vine which now half covers the thatch, — that 
cottage where we worked and wept together, and where ho 
died the death of the righteous, — if we can but live together 
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there, within sight of the turf that ooyen his dear remains, I 
should ask for nothing better on this side the grave." 

The widow's tears flowed afresh, and once again the old 
man pressed her hand. 

<< Ib there any doubt of your retaining this beloved hab- 
itation, dear Margaret ? And does my coming cause that 
doubt ? " 

** O, no ! no ! dear uncle, not in the slightest degree. Tb» 
cause of doubt is, that we have no lease, and that Miss Col- 
lins, as she calls herself, poor William's cousin, wants it ihr 
some purpose or other ; people say with some view of many- 
ing. But this is idle talk, — village gossip. What is cer- 
tain is, that she wishes to take it, and is willing to give two 
pounds a year more rent than I now give or can a£R>rd to 
^ve. If our old landlord, Mr. Godfrey, had stayed, he and 
Lady Elizabeth had promised that I should remain ; but the 
Hall, and the village, and the whole estate, are sold, and the 
new lord of the manor is coming this evening. Hark ! you 
may hear the bells ringing even now. Mr. Godfirey and Lady 
Elizabeth intended staying a few days at the rectory : you 
saw them ride by with their dogs ; they have promised to 
speak in my favor to the new landlord ; they mentioned it 
even now, and the good rector and his excellent lady will 
second my petition ; still " 

" Be of good cheer, Margaret ! Even if you should leave 

your pretty cottage, I would wager something " Bie 

old man checked himself, and resumed, in an indifferent 
tone, " Who is the new lord of the manor ? What b his 
name ? 

" The property was purchased by a Mr. Price ; but he is 
understood to be an agent, and I have not heard the name of 
the real proprietor, who is said to be an elderly gentleman, 
and so rich that he will hardly be tempted to turn an old 
tenant from her cottage for so trifling an addition of rent 
Nevertheless " 
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*< Once again, Margaret, be of good heart ! " reiterated her 
nnele. 

*' The tenanta are to meet him in the avenue : the fanners 
and their sons on horseback ; the cottagers, women and chil- 
dren, on foot. Ought I to join them ? I have no shame in 
honest kbor, but I do shrink from meeting the scorn of those 
purse-proud kindred who," — and poor Margaret's tears fell 
fast. " Ought I to be there, dear uncle ? I will go or stay, 
as jou direct." 

** Go, Margaret ! Oo, and fear nothing. Gather up jour 
treasures ; the jug, whose generous draught was the sweetest 
I ever quaffed ; the wheat-ears ; and the cradle with its crow- 
ing babe, — blessings on its dear &oe! Go boldly. I will 
not shame you by these unseemly rags ; but will rest a while 
under the friendly shade of the hazel, while you return home 
and prepare for the procession. Be sure that you fail not. 
We shall meet again soon, dear ones! For the present, 
farewell." 

And something there was about the old man, ragged, sick, 
and lame as he was, that Margaret found it impossible to 
disobey. So, heartened up, she knew not why (for many have 
felt, without being able to give the feeling its true name, the 
mingled power of sympathy and appreciation to comfort and 
to cheer), she called about her her blooming children and 
departed ; Annie and herself bearing the cradle between them, 
and the boy laden with the gleanings of the day. 

The setting sun gleamed brightly between the noble elms 
that formed tiie beautiful avenue to Corston Hall, gilding the 
rugged branches and turning into pendent emeralds the leaves 
of the branches which met across the wide carriage-road ; met 
and interleaved in a lengthened archway that might well have 
suggested the rich intricacies of a cathedral aisle in the proud- 
est days of Gothic architecture. The village bells pealed 
amain, horses pranced, flags waved, the children of the parish 
schools strewed the gaudy flowers of early autumn ; and as 
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the carriage of Ike new lord of the manor rolled between Hie 
ivied lodges to the gray old Hall, a quaint, irregular stmctore 
of Elizabeth's or James' days, with a tame peacock smnung 
himself on the stone balustrade, a large old English spaniel 
basking on the steps, and the tenants in their holiday apparel 
grouped around the porch, an artist*, whether painter or poet, 
might have envied the accident which produced an arrange- 
ment so felicitously picturesque. 

Something of this feeling, howeyer, unperceived or un- 
guessed by herself, mingled with the natural emotions of 
curiosity and interest in our friend Margaret's boecnn, as, 
standing humbly apart between her two elder diildren, with 
her infant in her arms, under a largo sycamore, she gazed 
around upon the scene, and perceived, gayly adorned, in the 
extreme of the country fashion, the rival candidate for her 
beloved cottage — the buxom landlady of the Red Lion, sur- 
rounded by the unfriendly kindred of her late husband. 
Neither Margaret nor her William had ever applied for 
assistance to these people ; and yet she knew instinctively 
that some from pride and some from shame felt die silent 
reproach of her unassisted poverty and her blameless life, — 
that all wished her absence, and would contribute as far as 
in them lay to turn her from her home ; and, in spite of the 
encouraging influence of her lately-known kinsman's cheering 
forclx>dings, her heart sank within her as the door of die car- 
riage was thrown open. An elderly gentleman, very neatly 
dressed, but pallid, emaciated and lame, was assisted by his 
servants up the two low steps that led to the porch. Having 
ascended them with some difficulty, he turned round, took off 
his hat, bowed with a gracious smile to the assembly, and 
then paused, as if in search of some one whom he expected 
to see. 

The effect of this apparition was a start of surprise and 
horror from the portly landlady, seldom equalled on the stage 
or off; her brother the haberdaaher, who had just flourished 
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his hat preparatory to leading the general cheer, let it &11 in 
dismaj, looking the curseB which his habitual hypocrisy 
scarce repressed ; cousin Anthony, the rich, miserable miser, 
smothered a groan ; and Nicholas Home, in apite of his con- 
summate impudence, fiiirly stole away. 

What, in the mean while, did oar friends in their humble 
nook under the sycamore ? Little Michael danced for joy, 
Annie clapped her hands, and poor Margaret, for the twenti- 
eth time during the last six hours, burst into tears, — tears, 
this time, however, of unmingled joy. 

** Mrs. Leslie ! Margaret ! my dear niece ! ** cried Michael, 
or, as we may now call him, Mr. Norris, advancing to meet 
her ; '' to you alone, of all my relations now living, do I owe 
any account of my motives for coming amongst you as I have 
done to-day. With the rest of my kindred I have done for- 
ever. But I also owe some explanation to my tenants and 
future neighbors. You aU know that I led Bngland, about fifly 
years ago, a poor and friendless lad. I returned, nearly thirty 
years aflorwards, with riches honestly obtained, the happy hus- 
band of a wealthy and excellent woman, and the father of four 
hopeful children. I came to Corston, found my relations, some 
indigent, some comfortably situated, did what good I could 
amongst them, and went back to Jamaica, with the view at 
some future day of placing my sons at the head of my planta- 
tion in that island, and coming home to die in my native vil- 
lage. A hurricane passed over the estate where I lived, 
destroying my dwelling, my wife, my children, and almost 
myself. For many years I was dead to the world ; but care 
had been taken of the large property that remained to mc, 
and when, by God's mercy, I was restored to health, mental 
and bodily, I found myself rich indeed, so fiir as money was 
concerned, richer than ever; but, in the blessed charities of 
life, most poor — a childless, desolate, bereaved old man. I 
knew that a report had gone abroad that I was ruined by the 
hurricane, and I resolved to prove the reUtions I had left in 
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Englaiid, hj oonuiig amongst them in seeming porerij. I 
have done so, and the experiment has answered well. And 
now, my dearest nieoe, I need not tell you that the cottage is 
yours ; bat, for the second time to-day, I throw myself npon 
yoor charity. You will not abandon me because I happen to 
be rich? You will neyer have the heart to do so? Yon 
remember your promise that we should live together ; and 
come with those dear children to brij^ten and ^dden the 
old Hall." 



THE BARON'S DAUGHTER. 

'* The pleamuit'it angling ii to Me the ilih 

Cat with her golden oan the silrer streAmy 

And greedilj deroor the treaoherooi bftil : 

Bo angle we for Beatrioe." 

Shakspkaeb. 

** Wherefore so sad and silent, Helen mine ? " was the 
question of the fair Agnes Montresor to her iairor coosin, the 
daughter and heir of the Lord Scrope, as, followed by a good- 
ly retinue of waiting-gentlewomen, grooms and pages, they 
threaded, with a solemn dignity that might have done honor 
to elder dames, the narrow, winding, woodland path that di- 
vided the glassy mere, at the side of which they had been fly- 
ing their falcons, from the ample park, dotted with noble 
groups of venerable oaks, bathed in the sunshine that sur- 
rounded the baron's stately mansion of Beau-Bepaire. 

" What hath troubled thee, Helen, that thou sittest on thy 
jennet as mute as the merlin on thy wrists ? Art thou wroth 
with thyself for chiding the young Lord Devereuz from thy 
bridle-rein ? or — alack that a knight so lately from the gay 
court of France should know so little how to construe a fair 
maiden's wishes when her words say one thing and her looks 
another ! — is that same Arthur Devereux &llen into thy dis- 
grace for too readily obeying thy behests ? What aileth thee, 
sweet cousin, thou the heir of those broad lands ; for whose 
fair grace the champion strives in the lists, and the minstrel 
at the board ; thou to hang drooping over thy saddle-bow, as 
sad as a turtle-dove that hath lost her mate — whilst I, thy 
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poor kinswoman, and thj very bower-maid^is, Margaret and 
Cicely, are as blithe as so many larks ! Fie on thee, sweet 
cousin ! this wayward hmnor is flat treason against thy happier 
destiny ! Betrothed, too, to the man whom thou best lorest, 
at the king's command, and with thy lord and father's ap- 
proval ! " 

" Why, there it is ! " responded the fitir Helen, suddenly 
reining in her palfrey, and taming towards her couon with an 
air of desolation that contrasted strongly with the sprightly 
demeanor of her young kinswoman. ** HaTe I not cause 
enow for melancholy, think'st thou, to be bestowed 'by the 
king's behest upon the Lord Dovereuz, so that, Ioto me or 
love me not, he must needs espouse me ? And to be the 
daughter and heir of a wealthy baron, into whose ear all men 
seem boundcn to pour false feignings! O, that I were as 
little in debt to fortune as thou art, Agnes, that I might for 
once hear words of truth ! " 

And the pretty spoilt child sighed; and it may be — fbr I 
suspect that the sad rogue called Human Nature played beau- 
ties and heiresses the same tricks in the days of bluff king 
Hal as in the reign of our soTcrcign lady Victoria — it may 
be that she really thought she should prefer truth to flattery, 
even from the lips of the Lord Bevereui. 

Her cousin smiled with some archness. Perhaps eJie per- 
ceived, or thought she perceived, that what the Mr heiress 
really wanted was praise in a newer and more piquant form. 

"Nay, an thy melancholy have no deeper root than a 
lover's courtesy, sweet coz, I '11 gage my velvet hood against 
thy broidered wimple that I find thee a medicine. Heaiken, 
Helen ! This brisk October wind is gathering to a tempest. 
The golden leaves of this close beechen alley are ^ling about 
our ears, and the clouds gathering above our heads as though 
the very blessed skies were part and parcel of our council. 
The rain that 'monisheth us to seek shelter will drive the fal- 
oonen from their sport by the mere. Pat thy steed to his 
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Ml pace, dearest ! We miiBt win afbfe thefle gallants to the 
great hall of Beau-Repaire, and there thoa must hide thee 
behind the warder's great carred chair. No, no ! sit thee 
down there, as though oyerwrought by the sj^ri and the rid- 
ing, and fall asleep, — that were the cunniKgir device, — and 
then, when the Lord Deyereux espieth his lady and mistress, 
as he and my yarlet, Philip Pojnings, pass through with their 
hawks, mark an he speak not as soothfastly as if thou wert 
thy poor penniless kinswoman with no dower but her merry 
heart, instead of the rich heir of the Lord Scrope.'' 

So said, so done. The fair cousins rode as for liife and 
death, and not only reached the goodly mansion of Beau-Ke- 
paire before the party from the lake, but had plenty of time 
to adjust the lady Helen's costume and poftition, so that she 
should enact the part of sleeping beauty as naturally and be- 
comingly as possible. That the attitude was natural, she had 
satisfactory proof after Agnes and her waiting- women had re- 
tired. Her old nurse, passing accidentally that way, having 
testified a nurse-like anxiety on the score of her catching cold, 
and even evinced some disposition to awaken her by way of 
averting the danger ; whilst the good baron, her father, hap- 
pening also to cross the hall, and seeing his darling, as he be- 
lieved, asleep, took incredible pains to mitigate his iron tread, 
and stifle, as far as possible, the jingling of sword and spur, 
lest he should disturb her slumbers. In short, so admirable 
was the counterfeit, that the only person (except those in the 
secret) not taken in was the baron's favorite mastiff. Wolf, 
who looked up in her face with an expression which seemed 
at once to detect the counterfeit, and to wonder, like an hon- 
est animal as he was, what could be the possible motive for 
such a deceit. 

At last, according to Agnes' prediction. Lord Devereux 
and Sir Philip Poynings entered the hall, and, after some talk 
of the falcon flown and the game taken, of jesses and lures, 
and % certain beagle called Donielle, and a riding palfrey, 
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hight Lancelot, Hhe good knight appeared saddenlj to peroehB 
the fair lady who filled so drowsily the warder's chair. 

<* Ha ! thy bonnibelle ! " said he, in a low voice. 

Although her eyes were closed, Helen felt with abaolate 
certainty that Lord Devereox glanced towards her, and die 
also felt, she knew not how, that he smiled. 

** She looketh well asleep ! " continued the kni^t 

'.* Indifferent well ! " responded his companion, in a Toice 
as chilling as his words. 

<' She's a fair damsel," quoth Sir Philip. 

** Indifferent fair ! " was the response. 

** And hath a light foot in a coranto." 

«* Indifferent light." 

" And a sweet voice in a virelai." 

" Indifferent — " 

" Nay," interrupted the knight ; " thou art a very heretic 
in the matter of beauty, an Infidel, a Pagan. Thy very 
blood is frozen, that thou speakest thus of one of the fairest 
maidens of King Henry's court. K the Lady Helen be not 
a beauty, where wilt thou find one ? " 

«* The damsel is indifferent fair," replied the Lord Dever^ 
euz, quietly. " But the Lady Katherine Sandys hath a finer 
shape, and the Lady Piercey a prettier foot. And, for a 
virelai or a coranto, commend me to the bright-eyed Proven- 
cale, the burgher's wife of Lyons. Beauty quotha ! Thou 
talkest like the Squire of Dames in the legend. Ha ! The 
rain pours down amain. Gome, and I '11 show thee a suit 
of Milan armor fit to have figured at the Field of the Cloth 
of Gold, Or we '11 have a 'bout with the rapiers, or what 
thou wilt! There's a good hour yet to dinner. Hiou'lt 
beat me at the rapier. I have not tried my weapon against 
one so well skilled as thyself this half-year. Come, it lacks 
an hour of noon ; we shall have time to breathe ourselves." 
And off the Lord Devereux marched, just soon enough to 
aave his betrothed from the imminent danger of proving her 
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ftdmiratioii of frank speaking, and her severe lore of tnithy 
bj an explosion of tears, or of seolding, — or, bj'r Ladj, by 
inflicting upon the cheek pf her lover sodi a slap from her 
&ir hand as, half a centory later, was no onconmion act of 
grace from good Qaeen Bess to her more fkvored courtiers ! 

Poor Helen ! From this risk she was happily saved ; and 
when they met at the banquet the recujant had nothing worse 
to encounter than cold monosyllables and averted eyes. The 
storm still continued to rage without, and, in ^te of his lady 
love's declaration that she was ill at ease, both Lord Bevereux 
and Sir Philip Poynings followed the damsels to the large, 
low, pleasant chamber, with ihe rich gilding of its panelled 
walls, its bay windows and carved chimney, where the young 
kinswomen, surrounded by their female attendants, pursued 
their several avocations at the tapestry-loom or the broidery- 
frame. 

For the first five minutes a dead sflence reigned in the 
apartment. The Lady Helen was what an enemy would have 
called sullen, and a friend would have dignified by the name 
of melancholy ; and her hand-maidens dutifully followed their 
lady's example. Agnes was the first to speak, whilst her 
cousin was now amusing herself with entangling her gold 
and silver threads under the notion- of winding them, and 
now filling up a rosebud with blue silk and a pansy with 
crimson. 

<< Hast thou no French rondelay or English madrigal to 
sing or to say, my good Lord Devcrcux ? No minstrel tale 
or courtly jest to grace thy lady's bower ? " 

" Say, how chancod the wooing betwixt Maximilien de 
Montmorenci and Marguerite de Bethune ? " said Poynings, 
aiding his fair mistress in her attempt to bring about a 
conversation ; " when I left the Chateau of St. Germains, 
Mademoiselle had taken it into that silly head of hers that 
the count wooed her for her broad lands, and the more he 
courted and flattered, the more rfie disbelieved, until at last 
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'twas a moot point whether the pretty heireas would not ftiag 
herself, and her fiefs and yineyards, olive-grounds and all, into 
a nunnery, from mere distrust and so^icion. What mi|^ 
be the end of that love-passage, Arthur ? " 

'^ Why, the little damsel improved day by day in mis^iut 
and jealousy, until, as thou say'st, 'twere a chanoe but sbe 
took refuge in the ch\irch firom poor Maximilien's looklea 
oourtship. And so it chanced that one fiiir summer momiDg, 
standing beside a close-planted arbor, a pleached bower of 
rose and woodbine, the Chevalier d'Haroourt, and Jules de 
Monthermer beg^ to banter the count on his misdoubting 
mistress. * T is pity of her,' quoth the Chevalier, * for of a 
surety she's the fidrest lady in France.' 'Nay,' replied 
Maumilien, 'Bbrtense du Plessis hath brighter eyes; and 
Adine de Beaulieu a sweeter smile ; Leocadie de Blondeville 
hath a finer shape; and, for a hand and foot, the young 
couDtess,' — what name had followed none can teU, — for the 
fair Marguerite darted from the arbor, and Montmorend, who 
had known all the while that she was listening, caught her in 
bis arms, — ay, even as I shall catch another listener, and 
said, — 0, fairest, sweetest, dearest, how may I tell what he 
said, when I am thinking of none save thee ! Of nau^ 
save that entire and perfect love which bclongeth not to thy 
father^s broad lands, nor even to thy surpassing beauty, but 
to thioc own most dear and precious self," — and, catching 
her in his arms, his lip toudied — did it touch? — her snowy 
brow. 

'* No, there was no traitor, no treachery," continued hOi 
answering the half-murmured question which stol^ forth 
amidst her blushes and smiles. " I was wending diBOonso- 
lately among the beechen trees within hearing of my lady- 
love, when mistress Agnes' device tempted me into a 
counter trial of sauciness. But I am pardoned! Full 
surely I am pardoned, and if ever again thou shouldst mis- 
trust my love or thine own beauty, thou hast but to take a 
nap in die warder's ohair ! ^ 
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THE TWO COUSINS: 

A fioBT lOB cim»imiir or all a€«. 

*< ChMrfal ftsd gratefU tokenj th« fodf lore. 
And neh u wait their pleMuret with ftill hopes.'* 

" And do you really intend to walk out in this wind? " 
said Caroline Selby, ihe only daughter and heireai of Lady 
Selby, of Selby Park, to her young cousin, Lucy Moore, a 
London girl, who had recently airived on a visit at the Park, 
and who, emancipated for almost the first time in her life 
from the restraints and confinement of a great city, enjoyed 
the liberty and fresh air of the country with a sest which 
her delicate and luxurious kinswoman had some difficulty 
in comprehending. *< Can you really venture to fiEuse this 
wind?" 

•* Can I ! " relied Lucy, gayly, " can I not ? Did not you 
promise me only last night to show me your flowers and your 
birds, your conservatories and green-houses, and hot-houses 
and flower-garden, your aviary and your pheasantry ? And 
did not my aunt charge me not to let you forget your prom- 
ise, and to go to none of them without you ? Confess this, 
Carolme. And what but wind, — bright, keen, sunny, in- 
vigorating wind, — can we look for in the blowy month of 
March ? Did you never hear Sheridan's rhyming calen- 
dar ? — 

< Januftrj inowjr ; 
February flowjr ; 
March blowy ; 
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April thoirery ; 
Mhj flowery ; 
June bowery ; 
July moppy ; 
AngoBt oroppy ; 
September poppy ; 
October breeiy ; 
Norember wheeiy ; 
Deeember freei^.' 

Why, one would as soon objeot to the sun in June, as to 
the wind, the rough, pleasant wind, that sends one home, ran- 
ning, glowing, laughing at one knows not what, in this same 
month of March. But perhaps jou object to the son in ilie 
summer ? " 

<* Certainly,*' replied Caroline, gravely ; *< I never go out 
in the summer, except, indeed, for a drive in the pony pha^on ; 
as to walking, I never dream of such a thing." 

** Never walk in the summer ! " exclaimed Lucy ; " live in 
this beautiful place, which we poor Londoners think it a priv- 
ilege only to see, and be content to drive about in a carriage! 
O, my dear cousin, what would we give for these lawns to run 
about in ! And you really do not walk I Can such a thing 
be possible ? " 

" I very seldom do walk, as I said before," replied Hiss 
Selby ; '* and most certainly I am not going out this morning. 
And I can't imagine why you should wish to go, to get coarse, 
and sunburnt, and freckled, in this wind, when you know that 
next Monday is my birthday, and we are to have half the 
country at our children's ball." 

** Well!" said Lucy, suppressing a smile; "I grant the 
importance of looking well at the ball, especially for you who 
arc its heroine. But are you not afraid of growing wan and 
pale for want of exercise, sitting all day, after lessons are 
done, poring over this embroidery, and making so dismal a 
waste of floss silk and gold thread ? Come and show me the 
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pheasants and the flowers, if only for the sake of your com- 
plexion." 

" 0, no ! " rejoined her ooosin, ** one has always exercise 
enough with skipping and the dumb-beUs ; and just now I have 
to practise my shawl-dance, which Carlotta Orisi brought out 
at her benefit, and which I have promised mamma to danoe 
on Wednesday; — no fear of my wanting exercise, I promise 
you." 

*<And you really won't come, then!" exclaimed Lucy, 
somewhat disappointed. *<Well, perhaps the day may be 
calmer to-morrow, for Lady Sclby desired me not to go to the 
garden or the aviary without you, and of course I shall not 
tlunk of disobeying her. I dare say the wind will be stiller 
to-morrow ; and in the mean time I '11 hunt up the old bailiff, 
and get him to give me a lesson in agriculture, so that I may 
not mistake wheat for grass again, as happened yesterday, to 
the immortal honor of my cockneyship. It 's a mercy I did 
not take the contents of the field for a crop of clover or tur- 
nips ; for, they being all green, the thing might have hap- 
pened ! " added Lucy, as she ran away laughing at her (fWn 
blunders, the gayest and happiest creature that ever gladdened 
that often dull place, a quiet home in a great city. 

Lucy Moore had the unspeakable advantage of being the 
daughter of a man of considerable talent and limited income. 
Her fiither was a barrister, who had at last, by patience and 
assiduity, won through the long probation which that most 
difficult and uncertain of all professions requires in England, 
and was now rapidly rising in practice and in reputation ; but, 
as his private fortune was small, and his family large, he con- 
tinued to live in the most prudent and moderate style ; so 
that his daughter, unspoilt either by over-indulgence or over- 
education (those two dangers of the children of the rich), 
accustomed to make her own amusements, and to find gratifi- 
cation in the humblest pleasures, brought into the country 
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those two prime requisites for enjoyment, a healthy nund aal 
a healthy body. 

Her cousin, on the other hand, the petted heireaB of a 
wealthy and widowed mother, and the flattered pupil of i 
fiishionable governess, waa already, at iMrteen, a oomplefts 
speoimen of a modem fine lady, yain, selfish, indolent, ind 
only to be roused into exertion by the desire of displty. 
Lady Sclby, idolizing mother though she were, had yet, 1900 
a casual visit to her sister, been struck with the difiera&oe be- 
tween the firotful languor of Caroline and the goodphnmored 
cheerfulness of her cousin; and had invited Lucy to the 
Park, with a latent, though unacknowledged, wish that the tn- 
imation and sweetness which she found so delightftd might 
prove contagious ; and partly from a desire to keep the girls 
constantly together, partly from a hint of her family physidin 
on the advantage of air and exercise, arose the chaige to Lacj 
not to visit the conservatory or the flower-garden, the pheis- 
antry or the aviary, without Miss Caroline. 

Well, howevor, as Lucy loved flowers and birds, and nmdi 
as she had heard of the splendor of her cousin's collectioo, 
she contrived to find plenty of amusement in her momiog's 
walk without their aid. Her friend, the old bailiff, enraptured 
with her frankness, her gayety, her intelligence, and her iglH>^ 
ancc (for the youthful ignorance that seeks for information is 
always charming), led her half over his own territory, flie 
Home Farm, and not only gave her the desired instmotion on 
grains and grasses, but volunteered a lesson on ahmbs and 
trees, and timber in general, from the budding hasel to the 
rugged oak ; to which his little grandson, a lad of aboat nine 
years of ago, wh^ accompanied them, added a practical lec- 
ture on those inhabitants of tree-tops, called birds, and thdr 
sayings and doings in the shape of songs and bird-nests; so 
that, between her two companions, Edward and his grand- 
father, Lucy had never been more gratified. 

This happened on a Tuesday. Wednesday waa itill windy. 
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and Caroline was still indisposed for any exercise bat that of 
the shawl-dance, so that Lnoj was fain to have reooorse ,to 
tibe escort of Edward, who had arrived to offer his services, 
with a present of a string of birds' eggs half-a-dosen yards 
long, his prime treasure, which, had it been a rope of pearls, 
he would equally have offered, so completely had Lucy's 
sweet manners won his heart. He was but too happy to ac- 
oompany her about the park, and show her the dells where 
the primroses grew thickest, and the sunny banks where the 
purple violets literally colorediiie ground. 

Thursday was damp ; and Caroline, afraid of taking cold, 
stocd: to her embroidery and her shawl-danoe. 

Friday was cold; and still Miss Caroline dared jiot venture. 

Saturday was sunny, intolerably sunny ; and the fair heir- 
ess feared for her complexion. 

Sunday, the weather was perfect, neither windy, nor sunny, 
nor damp, nor cold ; but Miss Selby, having ridden to church 
in a close carriage, discovered that, having been out once that 
morning, she could not go out again. 

Monday was the day of the ball, when of course its young 
heroine never dreamt of encountering additional fatigue, and 
Lucy, returning from her ramble, was thinking, with mingled 
pleasure and \mu8ement, that after that evening she would 
stand some chance of seeing the birds and the flowers, which 
she had now been a week in the Homo without catching a 
glimpse of, and that at all events she would, after that night, 
see no more of the shawl-dance, of which (all Carlotta as 
Caroline thought herself) her cousin began to be a little 
weary ; when, on entering the hall, she found the whole fam- 
ily in confusion and dismay, surgeons sent for, the ball post- 
poned, and the entire household in consternation. Practising 
the eternal shawl-dance, and using for the first time the new 
and splendid scarf which had been sent from London for the 
purpose. Miss Selby*s foot had caught in the drapery, and 
after refraining for a whole week to go a hundred yards from 
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the hall-door with her Tiator, id ofder to praserre hetietf k 
bcantj for this ball, a worse mufivtmie than taking cold, « 
looking worse, or tanned, or freokled, had befidlen tibe &ir 
Terpsichore, — she had q)rained her ankle, and the hmm 
dance remained nndanced, and the festival was put iside, 
whilst its poor heroine continued daring the showery moaA 
of April, and the flowery Maj, just lifted firom her bed to 
the 80&, fretting over her compelled and therefore irksone 
confinement, and longing for nothing so modi as the power of 
getting out with Luoj, her kind and tender nurse, to the eon- 
sorvatoiy and the pheasantry, the aviary and the flowo^fui- 
den, making virtuous resolutions against inddenoe and ibavl- 
danoes, and agreeing in the sage moral deduced by her eouui, 
from this accident — that nothing can be worse for young 
ladies, or, for the matter of that, for old cmes either, tins 
the power of having, at all tunes and on all oooaaioDS, ood- 
plotely their own way. 



THE OAKEN CROSS. 

A CHAPTER ntOH THB CHB0NICU8 Of ADUBSBBO. 

•' Uj his^-blown prido 
At kngtii broke under me." 

BUAEMnAMM, 

PABT L 

flEOWXTB BOW THS LADT XRXSNOABDS XAKNZD FOS HKB8ETJ THAT 

ILL TITLB or THB FBOUD LADT. 

Thkbb are few midwinter nigbts seemingly so long or so 
dreary as the one fragrant hour between a July moonnset and 
day-dawn was felt to be by one lonely watcher in the belea- 
gaered Tower of Adlersberg, the aged and pious Cistercian, 
Father CyriL It was no li^ fear that could canse the good 
monk to quail and tremble with apprehension, through that 
fdrest and fineshest of summer hours, when the dew, a natural 
rosary, hangs impearled upon the tree of the forest and the 
herb of the field, calling dnful souls to prayer and praise. 
No light or vain ima^nings could so perturb his spirit ; for 
he had been accustomed to sharp penances, being a man by 
nature of rebellious passions; one who, as folk have told eyen 
certain of the aged brethren of St. Basil, his own convent, 
had in his time undergone fierce and frequent struggles with 
the evil one, loth to quit his hold upon so strong a heart; but 
what he thougiht, or what he felt, or what he feared, during 
that weary space when the sand passed once through the hour- 
glass as he knelt before the window looking out beyond the 
grim battlements of the tower, repeating again and again, 
with hia lips, the Ave to whidi no effort could bend his mind 
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— the desperate fear of that hoar was sorer to abide iSbajk &fll 
or vigil, haircloth or scoorgo, or the fiur harder coofiiii intk 
the foe within, the worldly desires and rev^igefal pian y ia g 
which had darkened the days of his hot joath. 

<< No sound of succor yet ! " muttered he ; " and soaiee tibe 
faintest streak of day in the east ! 0, Holy Mother! hang 
on the dawn ere I perish of expectation ! Conrad! OswaU! 
Mcthinks I hear a stir beneath the walls among|5t oar bea^ 
crs. They keep true watch ; whilst our varlets — Oomad! I 
say ; Oswald ! Theodore ! They heed me not, wwn ool, poor 
knaves, with the assault of yester^-eve. An' JEJg^bert were ha% 
he would have heard me ! 0, if this coming day bring boA 
the Landgrave to our aid, then, blessed Virgin ! I dare wt 
thmk of what will follow. Look down upon ns, Mary, foil 
of grace ! Save this innocent maiden from the fiilse baron, 
who, partly to possess himself of her broad lands, partly to 
avenge her refusal of his proffered hand, hath set himself 
down before her castle, with mercenaries firom £ur lands,— 
bowmen from the Cantons, lancers from the Bhine,— tbe 
swarthy sons of the south, and the &ir-haired Dane, have 
joined the league; and swears — shame to knighthood! — 
that, ere the siege be raised, the Lady Ermengaide shall soe 
to him, ay, on her bended knee, to plight the troth she spomed 

so haughtily, whilst he That noise again ! It is too surdy 

the trampling of feet, the clattering of armor, the borstiDg 

Hark ! What sound is that ? Of a surety the great 

gates be creaking on their hmges. The foe will be upon UB 
cro I can warn the noble maiden, or gather her defenders 
around her." And, snatching up a huge sword, Father Cyril 
departed on his double errand of seeking the Lady Ermeor 
garde and collecting the over-worn vassals and domestios, who, 
under the command of the seneschal, had hitherto held the 
besiegers at bay, expecting every day the relief wMoh now 
seemed hopeless. 

Trembling with age, and his own impatient spiriti ofaafing 
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at the wrong he lacked power to redress, the monk tottered 
through a long stone hall, which pierced the castle from east 
to west, when he was stayed by a sight piteous to look upon. 
Hie Lady Ennengarde, worn by the watching and misery of 
this cruel and obstinate siege (when was ever maiden beset so 
rudely for her broad lands and her strong towers ?), had been 
aeiied by slumber ; she, that coy and stately maiden, even in 
the open gallery chamber, where men-at-arms might be each 
instant passing to and fro. She had fidlen into a rude chair, 
and was now as fast asleep as thou^ the sister angels. Love 
and Peace, kept watch beside her pillow. Dolefully wan was 
her dieek, as if the pale maiden roses had been washed white 
with bitter tears ; and her long yellow hair, all unbraided, 
hung round her like a veil. Her rich garments were dis- 
ordered and stained. None who had seen her then would 
have called her by the name she had borne to her present 
undoing, the Proud Lady of Adlersberg. None would have 
believed that such a title could have belonged to one so gentle 
and so sad. All the sadder seemed her sleep for the hint 
smile that lingered round her lips. Few were in the castle, 
save untrained lackeys and rude grooms, sorry protectors, 
even had their numbers equalled those of their assailants ; 
whilst, without the walls, pressed onward that audacious baron 
and his riotous soldiery, resolute to storm the castle and bear 
away the heir : and yet there she sat in her loveliness, droop- 
ing and pallid as a lily broken down by a summer shower, 
but with such a look of peace and love as if her cheek were 
resting upon her mother's bosom. 

Father Cyril bent over that fair form. He could not pass 
her without a prayer ; and the tears would fall from his aged 
eyes upon her slender hands, unconscious as she was of his 
presence or his sympathy. But the prayer and the tears were 
stayed by surprise ; as, in spite of the close-coming peril, — 
every passing instant making it clearer that the foe was astir 
beneathi-— the monk could not choose but start and bleis him^ 
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self, as he bethought him of the waywardneaB of woman** irifl, 
whilst he gazed upon a quaiotlj-faahioned oaken croa nesM 
in the white bosom, which, if oonrt gOBupe said tnith, had d^ 
darned to wear a oarkanet of raby-atoneB^ pioflSsred bj thi 
hand of a king's son. 

Now, there belonged to that small oaken erosB the old tik 
of love repaid bj scorn, of high-bom beauty looking disdain- 
fully at lowly faith, of patient service and insolent rebuke, 
which makes one of the darkest and thorniest pathways of thi 
tangled labyrinth called life. And sure tale is it, and and as 
true. The cabin looks across the valley to the castle, aai 
says. We both contain human hearts; and the caatie, — ak, 
well-a-day for woman's haughtiness, — said I not that die wtf 
called the Proud Lady of Adlersberg. 

Egbert, with the raven locks, was the son of the ladye'k 
falconer ; almost he might have been called her forster-brodier, 
since, an orphan from her earliest days, his mother was the 
Lady Ermengarde's nurse. Nevertheless, the boy was so 
much older than the fair girl as to bestow upon him the prir- 
ilege of enacting the part of her protector in the flports of 
their childish days. His father, old Heinrich, was, as I havs 
said, the falconer of Adlersberg ; what place the youth "E^^Mxi 
filled were hard to tell. By his good leave, none but himself 
should have served his fair mistress. He alone tended her 
favorite hawks. The tassel gentil from Norway, that tke 
emperor rode fifty leagues to see strike down her quarry, wu 
of Egbert's training ; Egbert held her greyhound in his silken 
leash ; none, save Egbert, taught her jennet his paces, or held 
her bridle-rein. The very pinks and gilliflowers that grew in 
a nook beside the north bastion — alack, the hoof of the war- 
horse hath trampled it low ! — were of Egbert's tending. He 
brought her a dappled fawn, whose dam had been killed by 
some Robin Hood of the Black Forest ; and, even whilst echo- 
ing her maledictions on the heartless churl who had orphaned 
her spotted favorite, he dimbed the topmost bough of a stately 
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beeeh, to steal for her the golden ooaplets of the turtle-dove, 
-^emblems too tme of his despaixing paanon! In early 
youth, almost in boyhood, he had twioe, so said the bowcr^ 
womm, saved his fair mistress* life ; once in the chase, when 
the boar stood fiercely at bay, and ^^gbert oame between the 
fbrions animal and the Lady Ermengarde, and stretched the 
fierce and dangerous quarry dead at her feet ; and again, 
irhea autumn rains had swollen the summer brook to a tor- 
rait, and her palfrey, borne along by the strong current, lost 
his footing, and was carried helplessly down the stream. 0, 
how £^;bert plunged into those deep waters ! how he grasped 
the rein, and breasted the flood, and plucked the lady from. 
her sinking steed, and laid her safe, albeit trembling, upon 
the grassy bank ! 

Those were happy days for poor Egbert. But boyhood 
^ded rapidly into youth, and youth again passed into man- 
hood. And then, weary of courtship and of suitors, and, per- 
chance, the more severe with Ejgbert, the humblest and faith- 
fiillest of all, he who dared to love but not to woo, — the 
severer outwardly with him and with herself, because half 
conscious of some relenting sofbioss in her inmost heart, — 
then it was that she earned, by bitter speech and haughty 
bearing, the title of the Proud Lady of Adlersberg. 

Curiously ready in handicrafls of divers sorts, as though 
the skill he had never learned were bom with him, Egbert 
was wont to beguile his lonely evenings (for the good falconer, 
his father, and his mother, the nurse of the proud lady, were 
dead and gone), or to employ himself over the Christmas 
hearth, whilst old wives told old stories, and minstrels and 
troubadours chanted their virelays, with fashioning rosaries, 
and bowls, and coffers, and such-like toys, to which the crafl 
of the workman gives their price ; and, amongst the r ^t of 
his trinketry, he had carved this humble crucifix from a fallen 
branch of oak, which he had one day lifted from his lady's 
path, and had even dared to convey it into her bower, wreathed 
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round witli a garland of moet rare flowen, some mi 
arranged after the manner of the Toikiflh PajniiDB, wlierebj 
buds and blossom^ are made to disooorse love. Well did 
Father Cyril remember the wrath which had flashed firom tlis 
maiden's eyes, and the angry words in whioh die had com- 
manded that Egbert should be chased firom the dmnesne, and 
the cabin where he dwelt razed to the ground ; a warmog^ 
sud she (and her lip curled as she si^ake), to suiton of dl 
degrees, from the prince to the serf. Well also did he 
remember what was told by the bower-woman, of a pleadiiitr 
Toice that was heard under the windows of her chamber; 
and that the Lady Ermengarde had caused it to be pnh 
claimed, throughout the castle, that if tiiat Toice were tgun 
to disturb her slumbers, the seneschal had it in command to 
loose the blood-hounds. And firom that time forth nan^ 
more was said of Egbert. But the lady waxed prouder to 
all wooers, and sad and fitfiil in hall or bower. And noWt 
behold, when years had passed, and Egbert with the rafen 
curls was wcU-nigh forgotten, it was the scorned relic of his 
aspiring suit, the very oaken cross carved by his hand, whidi 
in that moment of extremity was found to be worn secretly 
in the icy bosom of that cold and haughty beauty ! Brief 
space had Father Cyril to marvel at woman's changeful fim- 
tasy. Again the clash of armor below ! again that fearful 
sound, as though the drawbridge was stealthily lowered, and 
the portcullis suddenly raised, and the great gate gently 
opened ! 

*' I will not waken her for yet a moment,'' said the good 
old man ; and, grasping his weapon, he sallied forth to in- 
quire what these noises might mean. 
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Short time was Fatber Cyril thenoe. He won back 
q^eedilj to the side of the Lady Ennengude (itiil Bmiling 
faintly in her deep) ; and, made rough and hasty by the mure 
knowledge of instant peril, he seised her ohiJl, pale hands, 
and raised her suddenly from the ohair. 

*' Waken, poor maiden ! Waken ! All is lost ; our last 
hope is gone." 

** What is this! *' responded that sad lady, scarcely aroused 
from her pleasant dreams to the sense of present danger : 
" Oertrude ! Oswald ! where be ye ? BosabeUa not yet sad- 
dled ? We ride forth to-day." But her words ceased on a 
sudden, for she read in the flashing eye, the quiyering lip, 
and the changed bearing of the old man, well-ni^ bestraught 
with fear and anger, that somewhat terrible had chanced ; 
albeit her wildest fantasy had pictured naught so terrible as 
his tidings. 

** They have deserted us, yassal and menial, groom and 
man-at-arms. The page that served the cup in the hall, the 
tirewoman that decked thee for the banquet, all have for- 
saken us ! Nay, that makeih but a portion of their treason. 
The defences of this thy place of strength — drawbridge, 
portcullis, even the iron gate — have they opened to the 
enemy, &lse traitors that they be, and then withdrawn their 
own base persons by the eastern postern. We two are lost ! 
Alas ! that I should live to see thee in such a strait, and 
have nV power to aid or rescue ! We two uw alone in the 
castle." 

The Lady Ermengarde bore a high heart, and refrained 
from womanish lamentations, from shriely^d tears. She 
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clasped the crucifix to her bosom, no longer caring whether it 
were hidden or no. 

" May the blessed Virgin look down upon us ! " was all 
that she said. Then, after a pause, and in a firmer Toioe, die 
added — 

" Was this treachery, father, or fear ? " 

" A mixture, perchance, of both, fiur daughter. The sen- 
eschal I have misdoubted long. He, hoary traitor, hath sold 
himself body and soul for vile lucre; and cowardioe and 
base terror, seconding the finlse knave's persuanons, haye co^ 
ruptcd the rest 0, that I oould meet tliat Judas! old 
though I be — " 

<< Nay, nay, kind father, grasp not thy sword ! We haT0 
more need of thy rosary. The noise thickens about ub, 
clashing of armor, and trampling of steeds ; sounds such as 
tell of strife and struggle. Seek not to drag me h^ce. 
Father Cyril. The courts must be filled with the rude sol- 
diery. I will rest here and abide my enemy. Pray for ns 
both, and let not thy voice falter. Saidst thou that all had 
forsaken me ? That of the many who filled my halls and 
owned my rule none remained to defend his poor mistress?'' 

** Not 80 ! " replied a voice from the threshold, as a young 
man stood there with a sword ready drawn in his hand. 
** You have yet lefl you one defender. Lady of Adlersberg, 
beside the good father and the holy saints ; and thy foes shall 
bestride his dead body before a hair of your fair head shall 
be touched." 

" Whoso spake these words ? " cried the Lady Ermengarde, 
greatly troubled, staying herself against Father Cyril, to 
hinder her from falling; he also, the good father, was 
strangely moved ; for the speech sounded to both like a voice 
from the grave, and they perceived that the speaker Iflus none 
other than the falconer's son, Egbert of the raven locks. 

The young man remamed on the^threshbld, looking away 
while he spoke. ^ 
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" Bemember yoa not, Lady of Adlersberg, tihat I warned 
joa that this day might come ? Bemember you not that I 
beaon^t you in the day of your bitter 8com to take heed 
how yon trampled upon the tnie heart that never would 
betray or forsake you in sorrow or in peril I Bemember 
you not the firebrand that laid waste the oottage of your 
father's ancient and faithful seryant, of yonr own foster- 
mother? They were dead, but not the less should their 
dwelling, the dwelling of their only ohUd, have been sacred 
to Ermengarde of Adlersberg. And those bloodhounds, 
remember you not them ? and how for a whole night they 
tracked as they might have tracked a murderer or a thief 
one whose only crime lay in your beauty ? And will you 
not remember, when this dark hour hath passed, that it was 
he, the despised, the trampled on, the outcast, who returned 
to share your peril, to die at your feet ? For, as GUmI is my 
witness, I look to leave my corpse upon these stones ; too 
happy so to die, loveliest and most beloved ! Forgive me 
these my ungenerous reproaches ! Thrice blessed to die for 
thee ! " 

How fared it now, think you, with the Proud Lady Ermen- 
garde ? Fain would she have made reply, fain by words or 
tears have done honor to such exceeding constancy and noble- 
ness ; but she could not speak. She could only point with 
her finger to the crucifix upon her bosom. 

Well might the youth Egbert start to see his own poor 
love-token so richly graced ; but no time was this for dis- 
course or dalliance. The heavy tread of armed men echoed 
through the castle, sounding to that poor maiden like her 
death-knell ; whilst her bold champion bent his gaze on the 
stair, up which the soldiery were crowding, and, standing a 
little aside, drew a long breath and manfully grasped the 
sword in his hand. 

" Speak; to him for me, Father Cyril ! " murmured the 
lady, half dead betwixt love, shame and fear. " Wilt thou 
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let Yam die?" And she uplifted her Toioe, so as to be &- 
tinctly heard by him to whom she spdce. 

" I entreat thee, kind Egbert, for the loye of Heayon; I 
adjure thee by this blessed cross; stay not here to peril thj 
life for me ! Dost hear me, Egbert I Bather would I die a 
thousand-fold ! " 

But Egbert answered not, unless bending to kiss that tokaa 
crucifix, as Ermengarde held it in her hand, and then grasp- 
ing the sword with a firmer dutch, and a look of high 
resolve, might be held for answer. 

Nearer and nearer came that heavy tread -— the tread of 
mail-clad men, mingled with hoarse voices and dang of arms; 
and that poor lady already behdd mounting the stair host 
upon host of strange, rough visages, gleaming fiercely under 
their glittering helms. She shrank shuddering from the 
sight, and closed her eyes, and tried to pray, dingiog closely 
to Father Cyril, who would fain have been safely rid of his 
&ir burthen, that he might have borne a manful part in that 
fearful and most unequal struggle. 

Cheerily the warrior band advanced toward the galleiy 
chamber, as men who bring with them a sure welcome ; bat, 
as the foremost passed the arched portal, the ringing blow 
of a sword was followed by a low groan, and the clang oi 
armor, as one fell dead across the threshold. Then arose a 
fierce cry. 

" Hew him down ! Cleave him to the waist ! Whoso 
darcth bar the way of the Landgrave ? Look up, bright 
hidy, you are rescued ! " 

She hcareth the voice, that proud lady ; she flieth to the 
portal ; she throweth herself between her champion and his 
foes ; she dingeth around his neck ; she careth for naught 
but Egbert, as the blood from a wound in his arm wdled 
forth upon her white raiment. Little heeded Egbert that 
wound ; for, saved by the Landgrave*s band from her rude 
assailants, who saw themselves enforced to flee in the very 
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inatant of that caitiff seneschal's treadiery, the I^dy of Ad- 
lersberg cast away her pride, and, amidst tears and blushes, 
proclaimed her lover the &lconer'8 son ; bestowed upon him, 
that poor Egbert, her hand and her rich domains; and cansed 
the oaken cross, wreathed round with its garland of rare 
flowers, to be carved in stone on the keystone of every arch 
in the great gallery of Adlersberg. 



THE BRIDE. 

*< Am rare » dog m erer fonght at head.** 



Thet who have had a favorite dog, — and who has not f — 
who have felt the solace of his route sympathy in afiliction, 
and the animation and gajety which his gambols throw aroand 
our happier hours, will not disdain to participate in the grief 
of the humble family of Angus Cameron, as they gazed wpoa 
the faithful creature, who, after lifting up his head and looking 
in his master's face for the last time, sank patiently down, 
and, whilst poor little Jeanie flung herself beside him, stroking 
his stiffening neck, and mixing her fast-falling tears with the 
life-blood that dabbled his shaggy coat, stretched oat hii 
limbs, gave two or three convulsive twitches, and died. 
Jeanie would not believe that Bran was dead ; and evoi her 
grandfather, although contradicting her assertion that he stiU 
lived, with the irritability of sorrow, deepened by indignation, 
raised the body of his favorite, with a half hope that life was 
not extinct, and when it fell back a heavy weight upon the 
clay floor of their cabin, broke into bitter denunciations upon 
the cowardly tyrant who had slain, in wantonness of anger 
and power, the best and bravest dog that ever trod the braes 
of Glendorroch. 

The peculiar circumstances of the people and the time lent 
a double force to the old clansman's malediction. It was 
about twenty years after the Forty-five, in which unhappy 
insurrection the chief of that branch of the Camerons, together 
with many chieftains of that brave and ancient house, who 
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had adhered to the kst to the ftrtcmes of Charles Edwaxd, 
had been attainted and forfeited^ and had died broken4iearted 
and in exile. His only son, too joong at the time of the 
rebellion to partake of his j&ther'B goilt (the old retainer did 
not give that name to the part his leader, Glendorroch, took 
in that remarkable rising), was deprived of his inheritance, 
whilst the large property firom which he derived his territorial 
title was bestowed npon a Campbell, the sworn enemy of the 
clan, who had intermarried with a distant kinswoman of the 
Gamerons. He, too, was dead, leaving only a dan^ter, 
reared and educated in England ; whilst an Englisher, or, at 
the best, a Lowland Scot, an Elliott of the debatable land, was 
placed by the Campbells, her father's kindred, as agent, looker, 
factor (whichever were the obnoxious word for a most 
obnoxious office), over the estates and vassals of the yoimg 
heiress. 

Ho it was, a keen ^rtsman, and a hot and fiery man, who, 
already deeply unpopular amongst the clan, with whose lan- 
guage and manners he was unacquainted, and whom he at once 
mistrusted and despised — he it was, this very Gilbert Elliott, 
who had now filled up the measure of his sins, by shooting 
Bran. Whilst little Jeanie was crying herself into compara- 
tive calmness over the body of the faithful creature, so long 
her playmate, Angus found a relief nearly similar in pouring 
forth, in his native Gaelic, the story of his wrongs, with a 
fury and energy whidi really amounted to eloquence, so 
deeply was the old man stung by the mingled passions of grief 
and hate. 

The story in plain English, and separated from Angus 
Cameron's bitter vituperation, was briefly this : 

Elliott, who had, as it appeared, instant occasion for red- 
deer venison, to celebrate the coming of age and expected 
arrival of the fair heiress, had sot forth before sunrise upon 
this unlucky morning, attended by two or three Highland 
gUlieB and a brace of well-trained dogs, with the purpose of 
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stalking some deer, whidi bad been seen on the hQla beyni 
the lake. At length he reached a station where, concealed by 
a tree, he was enabled to take a trae aim at the noble deer, 
which he had been dodging for bo many boors ; when, jost u 
he had raised his rifle to fire at the qnany, which stood half 
sospicions, half secure, on the brow of a small pmimgwy^ 
within range of a shot, the baying of a hound was heard on 
the other side of the hill, and in an instant the stag bounded 
away out of sight and hope ; and Bran, who had unhappily 
attended his master, probably for some purpose not fiir diasiiii- 
ilar, dashed towards the very spot fiom whenoo his approadi 
had driven the destined prey. [Rie temptation of immediate 
vengeance, not merely upon the poor dog, but upon his master, 
for the loss of his game, proved irresistible. Elliott fired, and 
Bran fell ; and the scene of fierce and angry recrimination 
which followed ended in the Lowlander demanding the fire^aims 
of which, as ho justly said, the law forbade not merely the use 
bat the possession among the forfeited clans; and on the 
veteran's indignant re^isal to deliver up his weapon, he gave 
him notice that he should send not merely to take away by 
force all weapons found in the cottage by the brae, but to 
dislodge the inhabitants, and, if need were, to pull down the 
dwelling. " The Lcddy," quoth the man of office, <' shall find 
nac nest of rebels on her land, gin fire and sword can do their 
wark." 

<* The Leddy ! " said old Angus to his daughter, quoting the 
title with peculiar bitterness. " Lcddy, and this to the foster^ 
father," added he in the language of old Gael, in which the 
remainder of the dialogue was carried on, "of Claude, the 
rightful chief! Ye drew your earliest nourishment firom the 
same bosom, Gathleen! were carried in the same arms! 
Many a time hath my poor wife owned that she loved the 
bravo boy — that was after ho was an orphan, Gathleen — 
OS well as her own fair giri. 0, that he were but here ! 
There be hearts and arms enow in Glendorroch to teach this 
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Sassenach looker tliat the Oameronswill submit to no woman's 
rale, least of all when that woman is a Oampbell." 

** Yon forget, dear father," rejomed Cathleen, " that the 
blood of the Oamerons also flows in the Yeins of the joong 
heiiess. I would she were arrived! She, at least, is not 
reiywiHible ftr the evil deeds of her kinsmen and guardians, 
or for the hasty and violent doings of their fiiotor. And if 
she bear a woman's heart, she will not see a white-haired 
follower of her mother's house turned, with his widowed 
daughter and her helpless bairn, to ooudi with the hill-fox 
and the roe. I would that the Lady of Glendorrooh were 
here, rather, far rather, than the brave and gracious boy — 
may Heaven bless and prosper him ! — whom wo cannot but 
call the chief! Too much of kindly blood hath been shed in 
Glendorroch. We must have no struggle, dear &ther ; must 
not givo just cause for severity to these Sassenach rulers. 
Hark! Who beats at the door ? " 

**The factor and his folk," replied Angus, grasping his 
weapon with'a resolute air. 

<' No ! no ! " was the answer, as she lifted the latch and 
admitted a fair-haired young man, who, gazing at her for a 
moment with his whole heart in his radiant smile and joyous 
eyes, threw his arms round her waist, exclaiming, " Why, have 
you forgotten your foster-brother ? " 

" Claude ! " 

** Glendorroch ! " cried the father and daughter, involun- 
tarily. All the fkithM clansman's devotion was in one 
greeting, as the old man doffed his bonnet to his chief; all 
the tender woman's affection in the other, as she pressed the 
hand of her old playfellow. 

Cheerfully and cordially were their greetings returned. 
Claude's look, as he resumed his old seat by the ingle-side, 
and looked about, and spoke to Angus as if they had parted 
yesterday, making acquaintance with Jeanie, alluding sli^Uy 
but feelingly to the loss of her father, and enterii^ into the 
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general grief and indignation ftr the death of Bian, tte 
descendant of a race of dogs who had belonged to tfaa ohtf 
tains of Glendorroch irom generation to generation. 

"l^e Saxon diurl !" muttered he; **he shall abide the 
deed." And then, waiving off until another time the partioii- 
lar account of himself and his fortones wfaidi their afieetioii- 
ate interest required and deserved, and saying only generally 
that he had entered the service of a German prince, and| 
after filling the post of aid-de-camp to a distinguished officer, 
had accompanied his old commander on an important em- 
bassy, so that his prospects were fair, he returned to the 
grievance of the hour, and offered his assistance to Jeanie^ 
who was by this time seated on his knee, to dig a grave among 
the birks and gowans for her poor favorite. 

They sallied forth accordingly. It was a bright autumn 
evcDing. The hills were purple with heather, whilst the nar- 
row valley, through which the bright bum ran wimpling, was 
green as an emerald, except where the sun slept with a golden 
shine upon patches of velvet turf, and the holly, and the moun- 
tain ash, with their coral berries, crept up the sides of the 
hills. Tufts of bluebells waved lightly in the air, and the 
silver bark of the weeping birch glittered through the light 
and feathery foliage. 

The scene was full of pastoral beauty, and Claude Came- 
ron surveyed it with the feelings of an exile restored to his 
native land ; feelings with whose unusual softness the wail- 
ing of the tender-hearted little girl over her dead favorite 
accorded well. The young soldier would have respected in 
another the tears that certainly stood in his eyes, if they did 
not find their way down his cheek ; nevertheless, ho was a 
little ashamed of the emotion, and gathered himself up 
quickly, when, just as he was replacing the turn over Bran*8 
humble grave, he heard loud sounds of contest and distress 
from the path leading to the cottage, and was aware of Gil- 
bert Elliott^s myrmidons thrusting forth Angus Cameron, in 
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qpite of the old man's Btordj reaistaiioe, and the alannedcrieB 
of hifl dan^ter. 

In an instant Claade was at their side. The weapon with- 
held with a lion's strength from the fiictor's emissaries was 
yielded with a child-like docility (soch was the instinct of 
feudal obedieDce) to his chieftain, the real, thoa^ unacknowl- 
edged, head of Clan Cameron ; and one word spoken apart, 
aided by ihe chink of gold in a well-plenished purse, overcame 
the lesser difficulty of persaading Gilbert Elliott's people to 
stay any farther proceedings until the arrival of the lady, 
now, from intelligence communicated by an avant courier, 
confidently expected on the morrow. 

The morrow came, and, gathered together by every means 
which the indefaUgable factor could devise, half the retainers 
of the house awaited the youthM heiress before the gates of 
Glendorroch. Our friends Angus and Cathleen, accompanied 
by little Jcanie, attended in fulfilment of a promise to Claude, 
who was nowhere visible. The old man was dark and gloomy ; 
and so was all around, in spite of young girls carrying 
baskets of flowers, and children with garlands, and pipers 
playing the gathering, and a broken-nosed cannon firing as 
often in the half-hour as an engineer marvellously well adapted 
to his artillery, being lame of an arm and leg, could contrive 
to compass. Every outward symbol of welcome that mere 
power could command was prodigally bestowed. Nothing 
was wanting, except that true and genuine love and loyalty, 
which no Helen Campbell, none save the real chieftain of the 
old line, could excite in the warm hearts of their faithful 
people. The lady arrived, — as fair a Helen as any since 
that first and frailest of the name, who wrought the woes of 
Troy. All smiles and blushes, the fair lady came , but few 
gazed upon her, for at her side sate a noble-looking man in the 
very prime of life, in whom the crowd recognized at a glance 
the youth brought up in Angos' cottage, the rightful heir of 
GlendoxrocL All eyes were fixed upon him, as, leapingfrom 
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ilie oazmge, he half-lifted wA hia kfwdj wwnpmrion, tamed 
her gently, abashed and shame-ftoed as flfae stood, towards iSb» 
wondering and expectant throng, and, doffing gallantlj hk 
plumed bcmnet, said, with a coantenanoe radiant with h&ppi- 
nesB, ** Friends and kinsmen, this is jour lady and mine, B17 
own dear wife, Helen Camion.'' 
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THE BEACON. 

« Put oat tlM Ught — and then.*' 

Sbakbfiabi. 

" A LXGHT npon ike cliff above the cottage, say'st thou, 
Senor Don Jose ? A light from the post which I have in 
charge ! A signal to the smugglers, belike, or the enemy ! 
Now, by St. Jago, great man as thou thinkest thyself, proca- 
rador and what not, thou may'st me the day when thou insult- 
edst an old soldier and an old Casdlian ! There is 0ome pith 
and marrow lefl in this right arm still," continued the veteran, 
extending as tough and sinewy a limb as ever grasped a Tole- 
do, " and, by our Lady of Pity, he who accuses me of treason 
18 like to feel its weight, were he twenty times a procurador. 
If Gatalina had married thee now. as thou wantedst last vin- 
tage, or if I had acceded to thy other proposal and exchanged 
my good olive-ground for thy patch of vineyard, we might 
never have heard of this matter. But the girl and her fother 
were both of them wiser. I warn thee once again, meddle 
not with an old soldier." 

" Nay, good Diego," rejoined the little lawyer, shrinking 
instinctively from the harsh tones and threatening gestures of 
him of the Beacon Bock, " the saints only know whether 
Catalina or I should have had the worst of that bargain ; and 
as to my sunny vineyard, it 's worth a dozen of thy lean, hun- 
gry olive-grounds, any day in the year. I bear thee no 
malice, however, Senor Diego," continued the procurador, in 
Ihe spiteful accent in which a disclaimer of spite is usually 
prononnoed; <' I bear no malice, dther to thee or to Senora 
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Mencia thy wife, and still less to Oatalina; only I mm ihbb 
once more that if the beacon on the cliff be again seen ali^ 
without orders from the Christine chiefii, the warder will ri^ 
speedilj find himself within the walls of a prison." And off 
the little lawyer walked. After taking two or three steps, 
however, he returned. *' Perhaps, Senor Biego, if yon really 
know nothing of the matter, — I love to be candid where I 
can, — the pretty damsel Lina may have caused the blaie by 
way of signal to her muleteer lover, Gil Gomel." And now, 
having shot off his last arrow, the worthy attorn^ walked 
himself off, with a comfortable persuasion that he had made 
his old acquaintance and would-iu^-be father-in-law thor- 
oughly uncomfortable. 

Our friend Diego was, as he had truly said, an old soldier 
and an old Castilian, brought to the frontier by some one of 
the many captains who had fought the cause of the in&nt 
queen with more or less ill-success, and placed in a post of 
real rather than ostensible trust and importance, as being one 
upon whose good faith and intelligence reliance might be safely 
placed. 

The Beacon Cliff, with which, at its only point of access, 
his cottage communicated, was a lofty and almost perpendic- 
ular rock, commanding alike the sea-coast and the mountains, 
and most useful as a signal-post for the transmission of local 
iutelligcnce to the bands in those wild hills and the ships in 
the offing. A narrow, wooded drawbridge, beneath which 
gushed a rapid stream, led from the gallery which surrounded 
Diego's dwelling to the only level spot upon the Beacon Cliff. 
From that landing to the summit, the ascent, as viewed from 
below, was apparently impracticable to any foot less light and 
tenacious than that of the goat or the chamois. But certain 
slight inequalities, natural or artificial, wbding round the face 
of the rock, gave to the bold and practised climber sufi&cient 
footiDg to gain the small platform, upon which swung from a 
strong iron pole a bucket of the same material, filled with tar 



XBB WUOOK. 261 

and with the resinous woods of the country, of whidi easily 
ignited and highly combustible materials a stock sufficient for 
many months' consumption was dqxwted on the spot. 

A more e£fectual signal-post could hardly be derised, and, 
in the disturbed state of the country, agitated by civil war, 
plagued by the bold inland smugglers called contrabandistas, 
and exposed to so much change and anarchy that the English 
naval officers, ever the Queen Eegent's best allies, hardly 
knew whether the district was possessed by Oarlists or Chris- 
tines, the beacon, confided as it had been to bold and &ith- 
ful hands, had -often led to suooeesful cooperation, and 
prevented a useless sacrifice of men and ammunition. 

Diego's family consisted of hb good wife Menoia, and his 
pretty daughter Catalina, who, as we have just seen, had 
made him an effectual enemy, by refusing the meddling law- 
yer, Don Jose Ortiz, a wizen-fiiced, withered sample of the 
Spanish hidalgo, who (and we suppose the attorney-phobia 
18 the same in all nations) had been for years the pest and 
dread of the country round, and found his power rather 
extended than limited by the present state of partisan war- 
fare ; inasmuch as, by keeping hlr with both parties, and 
denouncing very impartially friend or foe to whichever hap- 
pened to be uppermost, he contrived to increase his import- 
ance and fill his coffers. His accusation had completely 
mystified poor Diego, especially that part which alluded to 
Catalina. 

■* The beacon alight last night ! Impossible ! " So ran 
his half-muttorcd thoughts. "Poor Lina! That she does 
like that gay muleteer, Gil Gomez, with his songs and his 
mandoline, is, I fear, too true ; and, after all, if he have 
money enough to keep the girl comfortably, why should they 
not marry, some day or other ? T is a light-hearted, good- 
humored spark, and she fancies him, as twenty years ago I 
fimcied her mother. But as to lana's lighting the beacon — 
with the great key of the house-door under my pillow ; and 
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at night, too, when I myself can hardly keep my footing; 
and she never up there except onoe or twice, when she would 
go to help me carry the fir &gota, and was foroed to turn 
back before she got half-way, for very giddineaB — Bah ! The 
thing 's impossible ! and, by Santiago, the beacon ooold not be 
alight. T is a lie of that cankered little lawyer, and 
does not deserve another thon^t. I'll just go and ask 
Mencia whether she looked the door of the balcony last night. 
Of course she did. And, that door being locked, how could 
Lina got to the drawbridge ? and why should she light the 
beacon? Bah! It's a lie from the firs^word to the last, 
and I '11 think no more of it." 

Forming internally this wise resolution, but unable to 
direct his mind to any other subject, Di^ (for thb conver- 
sation had happened in the olive-ground on which Don Jofe 
had cast his eye) strode rapidly towards his cottage ; as he 
neared which, shrill sounds of female voices gave token of an 
animated discussion between Senora Mencia, the wife of his 
bosom, and certain neighbors, her gossips and IHends. He 
arrived in time to hear their dismissal. 

" The beacon alight, good Blanca ? and you saw it with 
your own eyes, you and Pepita ? You must have been dream- 
ing, good people ! No soul could get to the rock except from 
the drawbridge that leads from our balcony, and I locked the 
door myself with these hands. You were dreaming, good 
gentlefolk ! Pepita there says she saw Santa Teresa, clad in 
white, flying over the top of the rock. Santa Teresa, quoths . 
A fair good-day to ye, ladies both ! Santa Teresa, forsooth ! 
as if my husband, Diego Hemandei, could not manage his 
own beacon without her help. Santa Teresa — to be sore, 
there was a chapel dedicated to her, but the Carlists rent that 
down. Santa Teresa," — continued Senora Mencia, upon 
whose nerves the notion of a saint, clad in white, flying about 
80 near their cottage, seemed to have made an unpleasant 
impression, " I hope we say as many Av^ as our neighboTB. 
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I wonder wliether borning a candle before oar Lady of Pity, 
or to TOW a pilgrimage, — I '11 ask father Jerome. Did yoa 
see the light of the beacon last nigjlit, Lina ? " added her 
mother, as the voice of the dark-eyed beauty was heard from 
the cottage, singing one of the many songs which Oil Gknnei 
had composed in her honor. She intermpted herself to 
answer Senora Mencia's question, and then recommenced her 
song: 

'* The beacon last ni^t? No, dear mother. 

" Qirlf I for tinant hearts a-plt.7ing, 
Yainlj Taunted chaniif arraying. 

Flower and reil and fan yon ply: 
One rare spell your inarei is spoiling. 
As, o'er steep sierra toiling. 

Homeward eomes your fkyorite boy. 
'Mid the mnles before him creeping, 
'Mid his comrades round him sleeping. 
Sees he only ~ Guess and sigh ! ' '* 

" Leave that foolish song, Catalina, and answer me at once. 
Did you see Santa Teresa last night flying over our rock ? " 

" Santa Teresa flying over our rock, dear mother I " ex- 
claimed Catalina, in very natural astonishment. "Santa 
Teresa flying over our rock! Heard ever mortal such a 
question ! Santa Teresa ! " 

** Clad in white," rejoined Mencia. " Pepita and Blanca 
vow, by all the saints, that they saw her light the beacon last 
night, and then fly away over the fiGiee of the clifil They 
taUced, too, of coming to watch again to-night" 

<*They have been dreaming, mother! Poor old Pepita 
passes her life in seeing visions. Poor old Pepita ! She is 
not what she used to be, since the loss of her son. You must 
have seen how her poor white head shakes under her mantilla; 
but she is a kind creature. To be sure, Blanca ou^t to have 
known better. But dreams are catching, dear mother, espe- 
(nally dreams of the saints; and you know my &ther has 
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alwajB, firom motivefl of pradenoe, made a little mjatoyof 
this beacon. Are you quite sure that he did not light it 
last night? I saw nothing, I heard nothing. But I sleep 
00 soond; for Gil oonld never wake me," m^ed alieiiia 
lower voice. ** I wish Gil were here ag^ safe firom thM 
dangeroos passes." And then the song was reaumed, as ifb 
went qoietly aboat her household work: 

" Girli whoM Iftttiee late he hftanted 
Merry Gil no more enchanted. 

Laugh! if frown or smile ye plj. 
One thing only tempti his glanoee. 
In the ohnroheB, markets, danoec. 

Though a queen herself were by. 
One bright star hath fixed him yonder. 
To a loFolier, gentler, fonder ; 

Must I name it— Lina's eye." ^ 

This dialogue, which he had overheard without making his 
appearance either to the departing guests or the inoensed 
hostess, did not tend to quiet the keeper of the beaocm. 
Catalina's words and manner had completelj assdred him 
that she had no hand in the matter, and, although a devout 
son of the Catholic church, he was yet a person of too 
much sense to put any faith in the St. Teresa version of the 
story. He had, however, from the testimony of the two 
women, confirming as it did that of Don Joee, little doubt 
Jbut the rock had really been ascended, and the beacon 
lighted ; probably by some daring Carlist spy, to lead the 
crews and commanders of the English vessels upon the coast 
into a trap, by inducing them to land upon some spot only 
too well prepared for their reception ; and he determined to 
walk to Marquina, a small town in the neighborhood, for the 

^ I am indebted for these oharaotoristio stansas, with their pretty 
oastanct snap, to one who excels me in a great many points of author- 
ship, besides the writing of national songs, my kind and ralued friend, 
Mr. Henxy Chorley. 



n 



856 

doable porpose of hearing whether any misdiief had be&Ilen 
by sea or land, and to secure some resolute man to watdi 
with him the ensaing night ** If poor Gil were here," 
tiumght he, aa he passed through a grove of fine oork-trees, 
edioing unoonsoioosly his daughter's dearest wish ; *' or, fail- 
ing him, Lope Mureno ; he is strong, a^e and resolute. 
Ay ! I '11 secure Lope Mureno ; and we '11 conceal ourselves 
among the pine iagots on the platform, or keep guard below, 
according to circumstances." 

Twelve hours had passed since the conversation between 
Jose and Diego in the olive-ground. It was now midnight* 
and dark from the want of moon, but clear and cloudless. 
" This is a strange story that Ned Miles has told us ; and 
still stranger is that which we have gathered from these 
women," said Captain Heywood to his first lieutenant, Mr. 
Adeane, as they were pacing the sands beneath the rocks, 
trying to keep as much as possible in the shadow, but yet 
where they might see every movement both in the cottage 
and about the beacon cliff. Pepita and Blanca were also 
watching, and approaching at some little distance appeared a 
light-footed young man, picturesque in figure and air. with a 
mandoline in his hand, which he now and then struck, and 
hamming, apparently from the mere impulse of a gay and 
buoyant temperament, brief sketches of many airs. 

«* However, we are not alone in oar folly, if folly it be," 
continued the English officer, <* for there are the votaries of 
St. Teresa ; and tiie young man tripping towards us on the 
other side seems, by the description, to be the muleteer, the 
lover Gil — what is his name ? Gil Gomez. If there be, 
as Diego suspects, — and he has been so constantly fiiithful 
and watchful that I rely implicitly upon his word, — if there 
be treachery, we shall be strong enough to seize the traitor — 
provided, always, that he be simple enough to come again. 
Ha ! the muleteer was expected. There is a light in data- 
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lina's chamber, — is it not whftt was doieribed to ns as Gat^ 
Una's chamber ? Aj ! there die is, opening the lattice, and 
we shall, after all, plaj no more important part than that of 
witnesses to a serenade. No, bj Heaven, she is the ool|«t, 
after all. Look how she is forcing hwself throng tbt 
barred and narrow casement. And the lamp ! she will set 
herself on fire. No ! she is throogh. Bhe is letting dowa 
the drawbridge. Do yon see hw , Adeane f It is too hmij 
for her strength ! It will fidl back nfon her! Had we not 
better call ? No ! She has passed it, and is climbing tbe 
rock." 

*' She is asleep, senor ! " cried the nraleteer, who bj ihii 
time had joined them. " Holy mother, protect her ! Look 
how boldly she treads, as if onoonsmons of danger." 

'* Yes, it u a case of sonmambolism. There can be so 
doubt of it," replied Oaptam Heywood, in Spanish. " Noth- 
ing can bo so lucky as oar coming, since it firees Diego fit& 
all suspicion. But how to save her ! She paoaea now, ani 
if awakened might retom without much danger. Siall we 
call ? But what is become of the loTcr ? Ay, I see oov, 
he is rousing the mother and getting i^n the baloony.** 

And more quickly than any, except a loTW, ooold hsTe 
reached the rock, Gil had won to a place where, if his &ir 
mistress had fallen, he was close behind to saye her; and then, 
after a gay and lively symphony upon the mandolin wUch 
ho had still retained, he began, in a clear, manly Yoioe, the 
air which she had herself sung that very evening : 

« Girls ! for tnuknt heartf a-plajing. 
Vainly Taunted oharms arraying.'* 

And before he had finished the first couplet the fiur sleeper 
awakened and foil, with a little start, trembling into the 
lover's arms. 






A STORY OP THE WOODS. 

** I thoai^t that all thingf had been nT»ge here." 

Sbaupbabi. 

Fxw families were more chivalronsl j attached to the person 
and principles of the unfortunate Charles iiie First than the 
ancient and wealthy house of Coningsbj of Simonbum ; and 
jet such was the jar and conflict of opinion in those stormy 
days, that the leaven of democracy and Puritanism made 
itself manifest at an early period of his reign in a younger 
son of that royal and flourishing race. 

Ralph Coningsby, the cadet in question, was a grave and 
thoughtful youth, who, being intended by Sir Walter to pur- 
stiie his fortunes at the bar, under the auspices of one of the 
corrupt and subservient judges of the time, threw up his pro- 
fession in disgust at the oppressions of the Star Chamber and 
the levity of his fellow Templars; and returned with all 
speed to Simonbum, where his departure from the family 
tenets in politics and religion occasioned, to the jolly old 
knight his father, and the gay gallants his brothers, much 
such a shock of painful and ashamed surprise as might have 
been produced by the discovery of some dreadful crime. 

Alienated from his relations and connections, he was natur- 
ally thrown amongst the professors of his own stricter and 
sterner faith ; many of whom, little anticipating the tremen- 
dous convulsion which was about to shake the kingly power 
to its very foundation, were turning their eyes towards that 
£ur New World, that distant and interminable wilderness, 
which the voyages of Baleigh had opened to their view ; and 
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where their wildest Tiaioiui of religioiu freedom and repoUi- 
can equality might be realized. 

Ralph Coningsbj^B desire to join one of iheee bands of 
pilgrims met with a ready assent from Sir Walter, who iril- 
lingly advanced, even at the expense of a grove of oaks at the 
back of the Hall, the moderate som required fbr the outfit and 
the voyage ; so much did he rejoice at the prospect of riddiog 
himself of one whose austerity of morab and of manners ms 
silently felt as a reproach bj the whole household, even 
whilst proclaiming him the opprobrium of his race. To get 
rid of the first strict professor that ever bore the name of 
Coningsby, the sacrifice of the grove of oaks aeemed noth- 
ing. Bather than see that rigid, sanctimonious young &ee 
glooming twice in every day over the wild fowl and the wine- 
flask in the great hall, Sir Walter would have out down every 
tree in the park. 

Moderately, therefore, but sufficiently provided, Balph 
Coningsby set sail from the port of Hull for New England. 
But, although unaccompanied by any of his kindred, the 
young adventurer had a companion on his voyage, whose 
society would have been enough to reconcile him to a less 
voluntary exile. 

Alice Bavcnshaw was the orphan daughter of a former 
Vicar of Simonburn. She was an early playmate of Balph's, 
reared in the same tenets, and, separated by death from all 
natural ties, readily consented to become his wife, and to 
share his fortunes in that distant land. A young girl, who 
had been her personal attendant, went with them also, firom 
pure affection and fidelity ; and, perhaps, no three persons 
ever left their native country with less regret 

A tedious, but, on the whole, a prosperous voyage brought 
them to Naumkeak (afterwards called Salem), on the east- 
em shores of Massachusetts ; and Alice and her attendant 
Lucy were speedily settled in a log hut in the middle of 
a small clearing, which Balph, with such assistance from the 
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other pilgrimB as kindness offered, or monej eoold hoj^ ap- 
plied himself assidnoosl j to bring into ooltiTation. 

Thdr hndbandry prospered. Balph, jomig and active, 
and need to the manly exercises of the time, fbond health 
and content in his labors ; ^diilst Alice and Lacy, aconstomed 
to the rode and hardy mode of living which was in those days 
the lot of all except the very highest ranks (in thinking of 
the harddiips of the Pilgrim Fathers we are a little too apt 
to forget the march of civilisation, and that the comfiurts now 
found in every cottage were then hardly to be commanded in 
the palace), — Alice and her fidthfol handmaiden, habitoated at 
home to ** winter and rongh weather," wonld have been with- 
oat a grievance of which to complain, had not they naturally 
cherished an undefined but ungovernable fear of their neigh- 
bors of the woods, the true lords of the soil, the fierce and 
warlike red Indians. 

Even this feeling, however, was destined to undergo a 
change. One day, shortly after she had become a mother, 
Mrs. Coningsby had advanced fhrther than usual into the 
woods, tempted by the freshness of a close and narrow valley, 
in the bottom of which was a clear, dark pool surrounded by 
magnificent trees, whose fbliage exhibited all the tender 
beauty of tint peculiar to that month, which the Indians call 
the moon of flowers. She had wandered far, and was think- 
ing of returning to her home and her infant, when her ear 
was caught by the low wailing of a babe, and, following the 
sound, she saw a squaw seated on the ground, her back sup- 
ported by a large white oak, and an infant clinging to her 
bosom, whilst a warrior stood leaning upon his bow, in an 
attitude of dejection, and with an expression of painful suffer- 
ing which those '* stoics of the woods" seldom allow them- 
selves to exhibit. On approaching them nearer, she saw that 
the squaw was dead, and that the wailing child ms vainly 
pressing its little fingers against her breast, for the nounsb* 
meni which it could no longer afford* 
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The cry of natore is alike in all langoagea. It wnt 
Btraight to the young Englishwcmian^B heart She anatdied 
the fiimished infant from the lap of its dead mother, and, 
regardless of oolor or race, plaoed it to her own boeom, wept 
over it as it inhaled the nutriment which it so mooh wanted, 
and contrived to make the grateful chief understand that hii 
little son should share her cares and her love with her own boj. 
And for above two years Gorbitant (su«^ was the name of 
the Narragansett chief, one of the most powerful of his tribe) 
left the child in her hands. At the end of that period, just 
when he had begun to lii^ the name of mother, a dead deer 
was one morning found at the door of their oabin, and the 
Indian boy was gone. 

Time rolled on. Divisions upon points of doctrine and 
church discipline had arisen among the religious oommunitj 
of Salem, as Naumkeak was now called ; and they who had 
sailed three thousand miles to escape the intolerance of the 
dominant establishment in the old country became themselves 
intolerant of the opinions of their neighbors. Alas, and these 
are the wise ! 

Ralph Coningsby had mingled deeply and bitterly in these 
differences ; and partly from that cause, partly from an ad- 
venturous love of life in the wilderness, he and his now large 
family retired deeper into the woods, and were settled at an 
extensive clearing remote from other habitations. 

One evening the father, his two elder sons, and their male 
domestics, had gone to some distance to seek for their strayed 
cattle ; and their trusty damsel, Lucy, was standing at the 
door listening to the mournful note of the whip-poor-will, 
whilst the mother and her younger children were pursuing 
their ^nistomary avocations in the house. Suddenly Lucy 
rushed Jj^ and seized a carbine, whilst an arrow, falling at 
Mrs. Comngsby's feet, explained too clearly the motive of her 
strange action, and told the startled household that the Pe- 
quods, the most treacherous and dangerous of the Indian 



A mOLl Of ffHB WOQOl. 261 

tribes, were upon them. In anoUier seoond, before the fiutli- 
fol handmaiden, bold from the yeiy desperation of fear, could 
fire the carbine which she had seised, they heard the terrible 
war-whoop, and gaye themseWes up for lost Another murate 
passed ; the frightened inmates of the dwelling, expecting the 
instant entrance of their merciless foes, almost dreading, so 
nnmerons did they seem, that the retain of Hr. Coningsbj 
and his sons would but add fresh Tictims to those whose doom 
seemed already sealed ; whto they were aware of another and 
more powerfol band of warriors advancing from an opposite 
point, and a yet shriller war-whoop, at the sound of which the 
cowardly Pequods fled, whilst the friendly Narragansetts 
formed a guard around the house ; and their young leader, 
approaching Mrs. Coningsby as she advanced to give him 
entrance, bent to kiss her garment, and whispered, in the 
broken but well-remembered accents of infancy, '* Mother ! 
dear mother ! " 
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THE WOODCUTTER. 

« Ifnrdar, moit foul* m in tlM beti U ii— 
Bat this moit foui, itranse, and nnnaiiirml. 



The tract of land wUoh joins Hampahire to Berkshire is 
surprisingly wild and rude, considering that it is situated in 
what may be called the immediate neighborhood of the me- 
tropolis, — that is to say, within twenty leagues, and in the 
very midst of the best coltivated and most popoloos district 
of the south of England. It consists of a chain of hills, or, 
perhaps, more accurately speaking, of a belt of high table- 
land, so high that the Romans, those dear lovers of a com- 
manding position in every sense of the word, had erected a 
series of military posts along the line ; embracing the two 
picturesque and precipitous stations called CsBsar*s Gamp and 
the Beacon, and the city of Silchester, whose deep fosse, now 
a verdant meadow, — whose rock-like wall, crowned with old 
trees, and twined together with ivy, — and whose graduated 
amphitheatre, remain almost entire ; whilst the tessellated 
pavement of the baths is now and then exposed by the plough, 
and the course of the streets may still be traced by the stunted 
growth of the springing or ripening com, — forming altogether 
one of the most perfect and curious Roman remains in the 
kingdom. 

In this teact there were few inhabitants of the higher order. 
Divided amongst three or four large and distant landed pro 
prietors, the old manor-houses that still remained standing 
had degeneratisd from their pristine rank and beanty into the 
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dwellings of jeomem of the seoond claaB ; while even these 
fiums were, from the preyalenoe of eommon land, remote and 
unfrequent ; and the livings were, fitmi^ the same cause, so 
small that two or three of them were mere appendages to 
richer benefices, and served by curates from, the nearest town ; 
so that that blessing of a rural district, the resident conntij 
clergyman, — a blessing even in his seoolar capacity, as the 
friend of the poor, their comforter in distress, and their coon- 
sellor in perplexity, — the educated and intelligent man, 
known to them all, and to whom every one may resort, with 
the certainty of commanding his disinterested advice, and his 
aeealons services, — even this important fimetionaxy was want- 
ing at Allonby. 

As the farmers were few and scattered, so were the agri- 
cultural population, which may be said to depend upon them. 
The very shops were so far apart, that, if the inhabitants had 
been more numerous, there would have been danger of a lim- 
ine ; and before the New Beer Act, there was not an alehouse 
in the parisL Poaching had always flourished, in no com- 
mon measure, at Allonby ; but now that a beernshop, snugly 
ensconsed beneath the very comer of the coppice, offered the 
delinquents a convenient rendesvous, and the act authorizing 
the sale of game fiicilitated the di^>oeal of the spoil, the 
severe and angry keeper found his hares and pheasants dis- 
appear with ten-fold rapidity. 

This keeper, Michael Parr by name, was one of the most 
important personages of the neighborhood. Besides the lib- 
eral salary and comfortable residence whidi he derived from 
his situation, his late wife had been a widow of some little 
property for her station, and the two young dau^ters, by her 
first husband, who were left under his care and guardianship 
(he had no child himself), had each so many hundreds as 
would render them excellent matches for young men in their 
own rank of life. The younger, Annie Rowarth, was indeed 
still a child; but her sister lioqy, a ^1 of nineteen, was one 
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ftod a certain ufunl ^CBtiiiiT 
ftddxDMito her Hnle portkiii, an 
the beaaz of ibe fiOage. 

Locj'f gadlkae bad all die 
aldwogb gaBfr4eepef3 be geDoaDj, m 
of tbeir freqiieBt iBlercoazse witb 
best^DaBDCTcd of gentleoMn's Knanta. MjAmI Fair vai i 
notable exoeptkn to tbe rule, bemg abool Ae l o ugbcit nd 
torliest peasant in tbe wbole oomntj of SoaAavptea^-^kod, 
rode, overbearing and obstinate. Hmr bk rtrp diagiitn'. 
reared under bis loof^ and witb little b cadU horn tetk 
training (for ber motber bad been dead for maiij j«ai»),euM 
by ber sniling gentleness, migbt be a poide, if we did not 
every day see living instances of sndi assoeiatioBB, tbe aiodeet 
violet Fpringing up from tbe roots of tbe gnarled oak, and tke 
woodbine intertwisting its flowery garlands witb tbe dark and 
prickly leaves of the bolly. It seems a law of natme tbxk 
the Hweet and gracious sboold min^e witb tbe stem and the 
frowning, without cither lodng one particle <ji its distingnish- 
ing quality. 

That Lucy would not have been happier with a stq>-fiither 
of milder mood, I do not pretend to say ; bat she bad the 
rare and precious secret of making the best of ber situatioD, 
even under circumstances of more than usual trial to a yoong 
and sofl-hcarted girl. 

" Never fret, Annie," said she one day, in reply to certain 
murmurings and pityings of the affectionate and quick-tem- 
pered child, " never fret about me ; times will mend. Per- 
haps my fiither may at last forget this old grudge between 
him and Master Prcscott ; for he cannot really believe, what- 
ever ho may say, that eitber he, my lord's h^-woodman, or 
his son, are concerned in this poaching, which worries him so ; 
perhaps Master Prescott and he may make up matters ; or 
perhaps be may learn to diating^ji^ b^een William and bis 
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ftiiier. I am sore nobodj can be more recipeotfiil to him 
than poor William is ; he treats him as if he were mj lord 
himself; or, at all events, Annie, even if that shake of the 
head of yours sa j trae, and there is no ohanoe of his relenting, 
why, ei^teen months will sooo pass away, — and then — " 
and, with a blnsh and a smile of ezqoisite bri^tness, Lucy 
turned away her fair fiioe from her yoong sister and suddenly 
stopped, as saddenly as if William Presoott himself had been 
there to hear her. 

^iSghteen months and then! and what then, rister?" 
inquired Annie, laughing. 

*< Why then, yoa know, I shall be one-and-twenty ; of age, 
as it is called." 

*< Well, but will that make Master Parr open his firont-door 
to let in William PreecoU ? " 

(* No ! " rejoined Luoy ; " but, if William should continue 
in the same mind, there will be nothing to hinder me from 
walking out of the front-door to my aunt at Belford — and 
then — you know, Annie, that, by our poor mother's will, if, 
when I am one-and-twenty, I should happen to — to marry 
and have a home for you, you may oome, if you like, and Uto 
with me. Would you oome, Annie ? Would you like to liye 
with William and me ? " 

" Would I, my own dear Lucy ? Would I not ? " and in- 
stantly they were clasped in each other's arms, with the affec- 
tion that so well became the near and dear relationship by 
which the young orphans were united. 

This conversation took place as they were arranging the 
li^t and pretty cottage kitchen, bright and radiant with the 
mingled effects of cleanliness and order, after their noontide 
meal. The repast itself had been embittered to Lucy, and 
still more to her loving little sister, by the violence and 
threats of Michael Parr, who had passed the whole of dinner- 
time in speaking ill of William and his father. Then, with 



aniieipatioui — andcipatioiis neiw drlmaii to be nalind. 

Hie two M mm hed wnlnBkily mA tlie ni^ befiwe el tke 
Bge of the Hone Shoes, m place vhich, eltihoogh neither wai 
a dnmkeidy both parties Tished mueb too firec|iieBtlj; aai 
tiie keqwr, whose natonll j sari j tiiepwr was etJMletwi ieko 
te^HM fieroenesB b j beer, haTing move than iimhmate^i kii 
■oyicions that the woodentter was ait aad part in the dinp- 
pearance of his hares and pheaauitB, an aeeoaatiQe which, 
aided, in his own case, by mine hoet of the Horse Shoea^ 
good liquor, caused his adyersaij^s wrath to Uaae forth to 
wikUj that it was as much as the landlord and the rest of hii 
eompanj, conssting of the parish clerk, the blackanith aad 
the shoemaker, could do to prerent the defiance whidi each 
had hurled at the other from ending in a personal confliet; 
whilst William, who came in accidentally, had caused a diTe^ 
aoQ of the pogDacions ke^>er*s fbiy by calmly aasoiing him 
that some day or other he woold repent his present conduct 
Nothing is so proToking to a man in a pasnon as a cool pre- 
diction of this sort from one whose temper is nnmflied ; and 
this threat, as he called it, had not only thrown Michael Parr 
into fresh fury at the moment, but had rankled in his mind 
to that Tcry hour ; the last words that he spoke on leaving 
home implying his fixed resolution to detect the Prescotts, if, 
as he firmly believed, they were the poachers, and to bring it 
home to them if it should cost him his life. 

And this was the declaration that had awakened Annie*s eym- 
pathy, and alarmed her for the fate of her sister's love affiur, 
in which, like most young girls led by circumstances into such 
confidences, she took a warm and anxious interest. 

With a view to relieve the expression of gloomy thought 
which clouded Lucy's countenance, Annie exclaimed, " Let us 
go to the Holm Coppice, Lucy, after we have called upon dear 
Aunt Benham. I have not gathered one primrose this year, 
and I do so love to find the very first ! Besides," quoth the 
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little maiden, in a half-whisper, ** thej are filing the ehna, and 
William will be there. Let ns go to the Holm Coppice." 

A momentarj smile played roond Lucy's rosy month ; love 
and joy were in every dimple. But a moment's reflecticm 
changed the glad expression of her lovely fiuse, although its 
sweetness was indestructible ; she shook her head, and paused 
fbr an instant at the wicket, which she was opening. '* No, 
Annie ; you forget that my &ther will be there alsof; setting, 
as he declared, some trap, not for the game, but for the 
poachers. And, even if he were not in that coppice, we ought 
not to go there. It is not maidenly, dearest Annie, to go 

without cause to the place where " and, with a blush, 

quick and imconscious, which brought back the smiles and 
the dimples, a blush which rose to her very temples, she sud- 
denly paused. ** The time will come, mine own Annie, when 
you will understand these feelings. We must not go to the 
coppice ! But we may, perhaps, meet with some primroses on 
the southern side of the mount. I should like you to find 
your favorite flower to-day, Annie; we'll walk over the 
mount." 

Now, this mount, as the country people call it, is the veiy 
perfect remains of the old Roman amphitheatre. 

The level space in the middle, a direct and most equal 
oval, with its open entrances for wild beasts at each end, and 
the graduated seats for the spectators, rismg rank over rank, 
each distinctly traceable, although overgrown with ivy and 
trailing plants, and mixed with huge trees, the growth of 
centuries, in which the rooks have formed a large and noisy 
colony, — this amphitheatre, so perfect and yet so changed, the 
oval space in the middle being all that is now clear of wood, 
and which is quite as level as the lawn, had been always one 
of the sisters' favorite haunts. 

Passing, therefore, the rock-like walls, crowned with Pol- 
lard oaks, and tufted with immense bushes of ivy, maple-trees 
and hoary thonis, with the dark and mirror-like pool, which 
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reflects bo finely the tall elms upon the margin, the shifts 
speckled clouds, and the clear bine skj, thej reached the an- 
phitheatre, and foond, in a sonthem nook, among the roots of 
an old beech, a toft of primrosea, in all the yariety of blos- 
som, from the ihll-ezpanded flower, already &ding^ to the 
tiniest bud ; and close beside this fresh, firagrant plant, at the 
sight of which Annie clapp^ her hands and langfaed, insensi- 
ble to the dignity which a maiden almost in her teens oo^ to 
have displayed, — close to the *' primrose pale," she had the 
delight of finding a half-blown yiolet, '* dim, but sweeter thin 
the lids of Juno's eyes, or Cytherea's breath," at which treis- 
nre little Annie fairly jumped and shouted with ecstasy; and 
then, afler gathering her wild nosegay, together with other 
stray blossoms, which she had found scattered in that sheltered 
nook, she and Lucy proceeded to the widow Benham's cot* 
tage, which stood beside the mount, snugly protected from 
the chill north-east ; and doubled the pleasure which the flow- 
ers had already given her, by presenting them to her yenera- 
blo friend, and arranging them in a small cup of delicate old 
china, — a relic of better days, of which the white ground was 
almost as transparent as an egg-shell, while the raised fiowers 
might vie in delicacy of coloring and arrangement even with 
these, the first beauties of the spring. 

Mrs. Benham took the freedom of age and aflfection to 
speak of William Prescott, and lament the squabble at the 
Horse Shoes, and especially the threat of vengeance of which 
she had heard. ** And yet he is a fine youth, Lucy, and a good 
son has he been to the dead and the living, — to her who is 
gone and to him who remains ; and the good son will make 
the good husband. If my brother Michael oould but be recon- 
ciled, — but we must wait and hope ; ye are foil young yet, 
and may have many happy years in store. A blessing will 
go with you, Lucy, if only for your kindness to a lone widow, 
who has none to care for her now save your gentle heart, my 
precious child ! " And the tears fell from the good dame's 
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ejes, whilst answering drops mingled nith the smileB and 
blushes on Lucy's blooming cheeks. 

It was now sunset, for the primrose quest, and the dailj 
cares rendered by both the girls to the sick widow, had 
caused the time to pass unheeded. But it became eyerj 
moment more and more probable that the keeper, always 
irritable and impati^t, mi^t retom home for his tea ; and 
Lucy, laying aside her scruples respecting William, agreed to 
return by the shortest path ; in the present case, certainly not 
the quickest, for the woodcutter, whether attracted by the 
light and graceful figure as the two young maidens crossed 
the stile leading into the coppice, or whether he was really 
leaving work, so that the meeting was purely accidental, 
did yet join the fair sisters just as they were passing rapidly 
on their way; and the five minutes* hurried talk which 
ensued, albeit, full of fear and consciousness, a brief and stolen 
interyiew, was yet inexpressibly soothing and comforting to 
both. 

" Your */ep-father " (William, who never used ill words 
towards anybody, proved his distaste towards Michael Parr 
by the constant addition of that ominous monosyllable ; never 
had he been known to say your father), ** Your step-father, 
Lucy, will repent his unkindness towards us both, before long. 
Of that I am certain. He shall repent it. Will you go, 
Lucy? Can't you stay a little longer? Five minutes? 
One ? This is meeting only to part. Well, then, if go you 
must, good-night, my Lucy ! Good-night, Annie ! If jmi 
won't let me return with you, I must run back to fetch my 
axe, which I have Icfl in the copse, Annie. One word, Annie. 
A secret! A great secret! Lucy must not hear; come 
nearer ; now listen. Do contrive to call upon Mrs. Benham 
just about this time to-morrow, and to come back this way. 
Manage that for me, Annie. Good-night, dear Lucy ! " said 
the lover, disappearing over the stile. 

Annie, ohannedto findhezaelf of importance, and making 
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a gnat mysteiy <tf WDliaiii*! whuper, ti^pped bade in Ae 
gayest q>irits ; uid sndi ia the bnojancj of joath, and lo eoB' 
tagious tfaft hilarity of a yoong and innooent girl, that, «■• 
promLsiDg as their proiqpects vppOMnd^ Inoy horself vtt 
happy and hopeful in no ordinary uMunre. Idttle oame had 
they for the haste whidi they had made to gain their hont 
before the retom of the croo-grained keeper. 

They waited tea (the meal whieh in that aort of life ia, paw 
haps, especially amoogst women, that which they like the 
best), they kept the tea-kettle on their deanly-ewepi hearth 
until an hour so fiuahionabk that it would not have been 
credited in Allonby ; and when, at last, they took thdr owa 
umple meal, they depouted the keeper's nicely-made toast 
together with the tea-pot, in the chimney-comer, to keep it 
warm for him in case of his returning shivering intk cold and 
fatigue from a night-watdi of the corerts ; for, inth these poor 
girls — Lucy especially — duty was almost as wakeful and 
careful as love. Midni^t came and passed, and still no 
signs of Michael Parr. 

As the night wore on, the pladd cheerfulness with wUch 
the betrothed maiden had been blest yielded naturally cnoa^ 
to anxiety and depression. Hie rain had long been pattering 
on the eaves; a cold wind moaned among the tall trees, 
whose huge branches creaked in the risng tempest like the 
mast of some mighty ship; and the dogs, the keeper*8 
especial charge, howled in a manner which even they who are 
most accustomed to these sagacious animals cannot, undo* 
certain circumstances, help feeling to be ominous, however 
difficult it might be to convey the impresuon to any who had 
not heard that most dismal of living sounds. 

" Hark ! " interrupted Annie ; " I hear steps, — they are 
coming. Can that bo Chloe's bark ? How wild and strange! 
Don't open the door yet, sister ! It can't be them ! " 

And wild and strange was the shorty quick, unintermitted 
barkf which, sharp, piercing, and painful even to agony, rose 
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abore the redoubled ohonis of hoirliiig ftom the komel, aiboiTe 
the blasts of the tempest, and above the steps and yoiees of 
many men, who were now distinotly heard approaehing the 
cottage. They paused in the court, afraid, it may be, to con* 
Tey to the innocent girls the shock which thdr dreadfnl 
burthen ooold not £ul to impart; bat Chloe had no sach 
scrapie; she, continoing her wild, shrill ay, flong herself 
ag^unst the door, scratching at it with her slender paws, as if 
she woald have beaten it in ; and, when Imcy's trraibling 
hands ondid the latch, nuhed wildly towards the hearth, 
paosing for a moment in front of her master's high-backed 
oaken chair, and then, retoming restlessly to the groap in the 
court, leapt up, as if endeavoring to reach some object in the 
background. 

The sight of Chloe had prq[Mured the asters in some degree 
for what was to follow, Ttte poor dog's silky coat was dab- 
bled in blood, not her own ; and irheaa Thomas Leigh, the 
onder-keeper, tried, and, strong, rough man as he was, tried in 
vain, to announce the dreadful news to Lucy, she at once re* 
lieved and surprised him by inquiring, in a low voice, " Is he 
dead?" 

Bead Michael Parr had been for some hours. The body, 
when found, was stiff and cold« Marks there were of a severe 
though probably a brief struggle, the ground being consider* 
ably trodden about, and one or two hazel-branches broken and 
torn down. But, upon the whole, the death had been quick 
and sadden ; a ^lastly wound in the head, by some sharp and 
wei^ty instrument, having extinguished life at a blow. 
Beyond this all was mystery. The under-keeper, Hiomas 
Leigh, whose cottage was placed at a considerable distance to 
watch other coverts upon this extensive tract of woodland 
manors, had been roused* just as he was retiring to rest by 
the same sharp, shrill cry of distress,— I may say of anguish, 
— from poor Chloe, accompanied by beatings, apparently much 
too viokot ftr her streogtbf agunsi the door of his dwelliag. 
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Upon Yob answering ber BommcHDus she instuitly sdied Ui 
ooat; and, being wdl aoqnunted with ber sagaoitj, and bar 
strong afiection for ber master, be and bis brotiier bad Al- 
lowed ber to tbe fifty Acre Coppioe, and tbere, — ** I men 
tbe ooppice wbere tbe woodcutters aie at work," added 
Thomas, in explanation, "tbere we firand the body — ** whst 
be would bave said fturtber was interrupted by Lucy's Ming 
down in a fainting-fit, from wbicb she was witb great difficulty 
recovered, — recoyered only to bear of firedi bononL 

Judicial inquiry soon led to tbe deyelopment of some ot- 
oumstances wbicb were suspicions only to professional acnmea. 
Tracks and foot-marks bad been disooyered, wbiob suddenly 
disappeared at the woodcutter's cottage. Hie elder Presoott 
bad been engaged during tbe preyious day, and stall remained, 
at some distant woods, selecting and marking, under the 
direction of an eminent surveyor, the oak timber to be in- 
cluded in this year's fall. He was out of tbe question. Wil- 
liam, besides tbe worn and harassed appearance of a man who 
bad passed the night in tremendous crime or overipdielming 
misery, presented the strange mixture of reserve and reeUesa- 
ncss so often observed in great criminals. Circumstance 
upon circumstance combined to fix the guilt upon bim, and 
upon him only. The remarkable tipped shoes, whose marks 
had been traced from the corpse to the cottage, which tbe vil- 
lage shoemaker, and his neighbor the blacksmith, both identi- 
fied as ordered by himself, were actually found upon bis feet ; 
a jacket, with stains, which, although partially washed out, 
still bore traces of what the surgeon called to examiiM the 
body recognized as the ineffectually removed marks of blood ; 
this jacket, still wet, and known by twenty persons as William 
Prescott's usual dress, was thrown carelessly in a comer ; and 
underneath it lay, equally well known, the axe wbicb be was 
accustomed to use in his labor, and which, besides correspond- 
ing exactly with the wound on the bead which bad proved 
Michael Parr's death-blow, retained ghastly evidence of tbe 
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dead. «<Th6 gray hain yet stock to the heft ! " From the 
momeDt that the polioe-offioer held up the axe, mate bat elo- 
quent acoomplioe of this awful deed, the doubt ami pity whidi 
had before accompanied the seardi throughout the cottage 
diaqfypeared before the natural horror which such a crime 
awakened. The accused took no means to reviye or awaken 
more fayorable feelings. He sank upon the settle beside the 
hearth, whose untended embers had be^i long extinguished, 
in shivering silenoe; and when handcu£fed to one of the con- 
stables, and roa§^y commanded to follow, he seemed rather 
to obey the mechanical impulse of the man to whom he was 
linked, than to apprehend the meaning of the words. 

Some amongst the yillagers had observed the previous 
quarrel, as well as the parting of the lovers, and, more dead 
than alive, Lucy obeyed a summons to the inquest in trem- 
bling silence, and, deaf from excess of nervous irritation, tried 
vainly to hear and to comprehend the mild and soothing 
address of the official functionary. Looking up for that pur- 
pose, she caught sight of William. The expression of his 
countenance, his attitude, and the irons with which he was 
loaded, told her, at a glance, the dreadful truth. She listened 
to no questions, she waited for no pause, but, dirieking with 
fearM rapidity, " He is innocent ! he is innocent ! Beware 
how ye, too, commit murder ! " she fell upon the floor, in 
strong hysterics. From that hour, many weeks of fever and 
delirium passed away, before she was restored to the agonis- 
ing consciousness that a verdict of wilful murder had been 
returned against William Prescott. 

This tragedy occurred just after the Lent Assizes had been 
holden at the county town, so that the prisoner had the ad- 
vantage of a considerable space of time in which to seek such 
testimony as mi^t counterbalance the strong chain of circum- 
stantial evidence upon which the verdict of the inquest had 
been founded. And, after the immediate and fierce indigna- 
tion had subsided, the usual reaction had taken place; many 
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begtn to Inlaiiee the Tirtaei of ft life ftgainak <lie mmpidam 
of an hoar ; and offen were oonvejad to tbe jmil of lAatefcr 
mooey might be needed to tnee ihib letl cnminaL Giliiilj 
and thankfully were they dedined. Without cmnloMrinfl At 
crime, William Presoott seemed neolred to abide the pamsh- 
ment Eren from one, the deai«Bl» he had refined aodi pra^ 
fen — refused even to admit hiesr to his eelL 

^ It is strange, Annie,** said she, as they vera walldiig to- 
gether on a balmy May eTening, wknea the son, almost krd 
with the horiaon, shone iq>on a row of weq^ing birches ihit 
crowned a bank oorered with gorse and broom, the lig^t, mag- 
ical in its effect, tinting the rilTer bam and golden tassels of 
the " lady of the woods " with a &iiy Insfare that more thaa 
realiied Tamer's daintiest fancies, — ** it is passing strange 
that William seems to take as mnoh puns to prevent his 
friends establishing his innocence as another mi^t do to pre- 
vent the proof of guilt. Why, — if it were, indeed, the 
poachers, whom our good Aunt Benham saspeds^ — why &x 
them should he throw his life away, since, if he still persists 
in this silence, the lawyers say that nothing can save him ? 
Well,*' continued she, in the same calm and resigned tone in 
which she had hitherto spoken, "I shall not survive him long! 
Do not cry so, dear Annie. In that certainty is my only 
comfort." 

*' Nay, dearest sister," began Annie, when she was inter- 
mpted by a rustling on the other side of the bank, accom- 
panied by a renewal of that fearful barking, never heard save 
on that fearful night, from Chloe, the murdered keeper's 
fiivorite dog. 

A miserable man, lean, pallid, unwashed, unshaven, ragged, 
starved, crawled forth, scarcely reosting the attacks of Chloe, 
whose furious assaults were restrained with difficulty by the 
trembling giris, and, draggbg himself to the feet of Lucy, 
demandedi in a tone of agony, " As you would save a sinful 
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sou], tell me the truth, and the whole troth ; if the muzderer 
be not found, must William die ? " 

" As surely as I stand here," iras the reply. 

"Take me to the good vioar, drag me before the magis- 
trates, let all the country hear me ; bring tliem hither before 
I die ! " and he fell back, as if already his last hour were 
come. 

**This is what I have believed in my inmost heart,** said 
Lucy, ** ever since I. have known that William's father had 
disappeared. O, Master Prescott," said she, as the M man, 
upon whose pallid &ce Annie had sprinkled cold water &om 
a bri^t spring by the waynude, was onoe more reviving, **0, 
Master Prescott, dear, if you can, your innoooit son ! 1 
always knew that he was innocent ! " 

The old man spoke with effort and difficulty : " We met 
that night in the coppice. I had gone there to ascertain the 
girth of one particular tree. He seised me, pretending to 
take me for a poacher; knocked me down; spumed me, being 
down : and, when I rose, maddaied by his insults, the axe 
was in my hand, and in my frenzy I struck at him as if I had 
been felling an oak. llien came my noble boy ; he dragged 
me away, and made me promise not to surrender myself. O, 
Miss Lucy, bring witnesses — bring officers to carry me to 
prison ! lliink, if I should die without clearing my boy ! " 

And that night the miserable father did die ; but not until, 
before competent authorities, he had established the innocence 
of his son. 



THE LOST MAGPIE. 

••Who would gire aUxd tlM Itol" 



I DO not know whether in the lirt of organs whidi figure npon 
the skull-maps in the system of Doctors Qall and Spnndieim 
there be any which, being translated (for, of a verit j, the bn- 
goage of phrenology needs transUUon), would indicate a fond- 
ness for animals. Most assoredly, if no sach propensity be 
therein marked, it is an important omission, and shoold be sup- 
plied forthwith ; for that such an inclination does exist most 
strongly in nmnbcrlcss individaals of both sexes, and is often 
developed under the most extraordinary disadvantages, is as 
certain, and far more frequent, than the prodigies in muaic and 
painting, in languages and in calculation, the Moiarts, the Cor- 
reggios, the admirable Crichtons, and American boys, — those 
wonders of learning, of science, and of art, whose liyes crowd 
our biographical dictionaries, and whose heads (as handed 
down in books and portraits) £>nn the triumph of the phre- 
nologist 

Separate from the fondness for animals generally, and more 
distinctiye and engrossing, perhaps, than any other epecies of 
that very engrossing propensity, is the pasraon for birds. Boys 
are liable to it as a class ; and so, they say, is that particular 
order of single women ungallantly termed old maids. It pre- 
vails a good deal in certain callings, chiefly among sedentaiy 
artisans, such as tailors, shoemakers and hairdressers, in pro- 
vincial towns. A barber in Belford R^s is amongst the 
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most eminent fanciers of the profession, and wins all the priies 
at canarynsihows, for twenty miles round. 

Also, the taste is apt to ran in fiimilies, descending from 
father to son through many generations. Ours, &r instance, 
happens to he so distinguished. My grandfather had an ex- 
tensive aviary, and was a celebrated breeder of the whole 
tribe of song-birds ; and his brother, my grand-uncle, is even 
now remembered as the first importer of the nightingale into 
Northumberland. He had two in cages which he kept for 
several years, to the unspeakable delight of the neighborhood, 
who used to crowd around his hospitable door to listen to their 
matchless note — one of the few celebrated things in the world 
which thoroughly deserves its reputation. 

My dear &ther was no degenerate descendant of his bird- 
loving progeaitors. How well I remember his telling me un- 
der what circumstances he first went to the play ! When a 
little boy at a preparatory school at Hexham, a strolling com* 
pany visited the town ; and, being about to get up "The Pad- 
lock " (recommended, I suppose, by the fewness of the char- 
acters), and in great distress for a bulfinch, a property essential 
to Leonora's song, 

" Say, litUe foolish, flattering thing. 
Whither, ah, whither wonld yon wing 
Your airy flight 1" 

the manager, having heard that he possessed a tame bulfinch, 
came to him to request the loan, which he granted with char- 
acteristic good humor, and received in return, from the grat^ 
ful manager, a free admittance for the season. Fancy the 
pride and delight of the boy in seeing his favorite figuring 
upon the stage, and hearing the applause of the audience as 
he perched upon the prima-donna's finger ! This must have 
been considerably above eighty years ago ; and (for, in this 
respect, as well as in his general kindness, '* the boy was 
&ther to the man") the fiuioy remained all hia life in full 
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force and oomtant ezercise. There is ieaieelj any aoit of 
bird, that comes within the compaflB of moderate means, 
he has not poBsessed, at one period or another. Onoe» 
the twentj yean that we lived in a laige ooantr74ioiiae, with 
its ^oions lawn, its extensive paddodc, and noble piece of 
water, he assembled a great qoantity of domestio game, if 
each a phrase be admissible, — pretty ^>eekled partridgesi too 
pretty to be eaten ; pheasants of all varieties, from the ipte- 
did English bird to its Eastern rivals, the gold and the silver; 
and a large assortment of water-fowl, from the qoeenly swaa 
down to the trim little Dotoh teal. King Oharies himsdf 
never had a more extensive eoUeotion, or took greater ddi^t 
in tending and dierishing his feafhtred sobjeota. Bat these 
half-civilized savages proved attractive to two orders of mis- 
creants, — poachers pursued them by day and thieves by night; 
and, dead or alive, shot or stolen, the dcmiesticated partridges 
and tame wild ducks gradually disappeared. To them sno- 
ceeded all manner of curious poultry. Peacocks, pied and 
white, together with that commoner but most gorgeous bird, 
who flaunts his starry train over the grass, and whose graoeibl 
vanity so becomes his stately beauty, adorned our &rm-yard ; 
accompanied by Muscovy ducks, Poland fowls, Friesland hens, 
crested bantams, and so forth. Then followed pigeons of all 
denominations. Fantails, pouters, carriers, nuns, and dragons, 
crowded our dovecote. But, somehow or other, our ill lock 
continued. The poultry had a trick of dying, and the pigeons 
flew away ; so that my father resolved to confine himself to 
the aviary, and took to breeding canaries, and had the honor 
of carrying away the prize for three birds of the three ortiio- 
dox kinds, jcmque, pied and mealy, from neariy two hundred 
oompetitcrs. 

Long, too long, would it be to tell of all the smaller song- 
sters, the larks, linnets, thrushes, and blackbirds; the bol- 
finches, goldfinches, and " all the finches of the grove ; " as 
well as of the owls, hawks, orows, and ravens, the birds of 
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day mud the birds of ni^t, whidi haye, at different times, 
oocapied his attentioiu Suffioe it to say that, fifteen years 
last August, our feathered family consisted of two nightin- 
gales, one of which had been in oor possession for sixteen 
months, nnging all day (for in a cage the nightingale only 
rings during daylight), with matchless strength and power, 
from the first of October to the last of June ; a piping bul- 
finch, a linnet, two starlings, and the magpie whose adventures 
and accomplidmients form the sobject of this trae history. 

Amongst our infinite variety of feathered bipeds, the class 
which, in defiuilt of a better name, I shall take leave to de- 
nominate talking-buds, had been, upon the whole, the most 
distingoished. Even I, who, partly on account of the tragical 
termination of many of our pets, partly because I so dearly 
love freedom and the greenwood that all the hemp-seed and 
groundsel in the world would never, I am sure, reconcile me 
to a cage, did not so heartily sympathize in this taste of my 
dear father's as I did in most of his other pursuits, — even I, 
albeit no bird-fancier, could not help being oocasionaUy di- 
verted by the saucy, chattering jays, starlings and jackdaws, 
which it was the eif>ecial delight of that saucy, chattering, 
diverting personage. Master Ben, our factotum (groom, gar- 
dener, page, and jester), to bring about the place. 

Preeminent over all other talking-birds, and unrivalled 
since the days of Vert-vert, was the magpie in question. He, 
for a wonder, was not of Ben's importing. Whence he came 
nobody knew, although the old mole-catcher, who was also the 
parish sexton, and whom ho followed for a whole hour in the 
twilight as he was setting his traps to catch an underground 
enemy that infested my pansy-beds, alternately shouting to him 
by his name of Peter Tomkins in one ear, and imitating the 
tolling of a bell in the other, insinuated to me, with a look of 
great horror, ** that the fewer the questions asked upon that 
subject the better ; the creature certainly was no better than 
he should be. Nobody eoold tell fisr whom that bell would 
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toll next.*' And off duiffled poor Peter» fiuiojiiig himeelf a 
doomed man. 

For certain, Mag's first appeaianoe had been Bomewhat in 
character with the good sexton's Buspidons. He had hopped 
down the walk and stopped oppodte the glass-door of our 
garden-room, where we were sitdng with several friends, and 
one amongst them happened to inquire the hour. ** What 's 
o'clock?" reiterated Mag, in a soft, slow, distinct voiee; 
** half-past fonr." And, upon consulting watehes, and thit 
yery true time-teller, the sun, as he threw his beams upon the 
old dial, half-past four it was ; and everybody stared at the 
bird, as he stood upon one leg, with his head a little on one 
side, looking very knowing and exceedingly ragged and dirty, 
as your tame magpie is apt to do. Eveiybody stared at the 
bird, and laughed, and said that it was a strange coincidence, 
as everybody does say upon such occasions. 

Mag's further proceedings were in keeping with his oracular 
entree. A saucy bird he was, and a mischievous, — singing, 
whistling, sneezing, coupling, blowing his nose, lau^iing, dy- 
ing, knocking at doors, ringing at bells, thieving, and luding 
with singular dexterity. He caught up and repeated with 
remarkable facility all that was said, and really seemed as if 
he understood its purport. For instance, I one day said to 
him, ** Mag, if you bite my finger I will never give you any 
more fruit or sugar." And, although I regularly did feed 
him every day with sugar and fruit, mine were the only fingera 
in the house that remained unbitten. He certainly, too, could 
apply names to their right owners. One of his great delights 
was to summon all the servants about him ; sometimes in his 
own soft, distinct tone, sometimes by imitating, with a wonder- 
ful cleverness, my voice, or his master's. **Ben! John! 
Martha ! Lucy ! Marianne I " And, when he had got them all 

around him, " Go," he would say, " go to ; " and when 

everybody was expecting something as naughty as Vert-vert 
would have said, after his voyage in the coche d'eau had con- 
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taminated his inamien, he would suddenly break into a lauf^ 
and finish his sentence with *' Go to Jerosalem ! Gk> to Jeni- 
aalem ! " He never failed to call over this bead-roll of names 
ftt least once a-daj, and, if the wrong person answered, Luoy 
for Marianne, or Martha for Luoy, he would stamp his little 
foot, and scold, and storm, and refuse to be pacified, until the 
offiBQder b^ged pardon, and asked him to begin his catalogae 
again. Sometimes he added the dogs to the list, and the 
greyhounds — a simple, creduloos, innocent race— readily 
answered to his call. Once, and but once, he took in my 
lamented Flush, a beautiiul little brown ooc^ingnspaniel, a 
greater pet even than himself, and infinitely more sagacious. 
<< Flush ! " said Mag, with an imitation of my yoice that was 
even startling ; and Flush, who was looking forward to our 
evening walk, threw down his bone and ran to answer the 
summons. " Flush ! " repeated Mag, in the same tone, with 
a nod and a lau^. In my lifb I never saw such a mixture 
of shame and anger as my beautiful pet's large bri^t eyes 
exhibited. Mag tried the trick again. But it failed. The 
perfect good faith of the gentle and fiuthful little creature, 
who, never deceiving, could not suspect deceit, had enabled 
the knavish bird to cheat him oTice ; but the imposition, once 
detected, became, so &r as Flush was concerned, altogether 
powerless. 

Nevertheless, there was no resisting a certain degree of 
liking for the poor bird, whose tricks of drollery — for every 
day he came out with something fresh — really seemed inex- 
haustible. He had a cage, to which, being generally fed 
there, he frequently retired of his own free will. One day, 
however, he was missing ; that tongue of his was a thing to 
be missed, just as the near nd^bors of a miU or church- 
steeple would soon feel the absence of the clapper and the 
chimes. He had left the premises more than once before, and 
had led Ben and John a dance amongst all the trees and cot- 
tages of Aberlei§^— appearing and disappearing, now on the 
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ground and now on tbe hoiue-top, playing at bo-peep aaoBg 
the roofii and chimneys in a manner more provoking thin 
words can tell ; so that Ben, after &irly lodging his new 
straw hat on the branchee of a pear-tree, from the tofmoBt 
bough of which Mag, swinging rnnoh at his ease, had thong^ 
fit to hail him with his usual " How d' ye do, Master Ben?" 
had fairly ^von up the chase in despair. 

Once, twice, thrice, had Mag eloped ; but then the inAsy 
spirit had never failed to make itself audible ; and, even who, 
upon one occasion, he had absented himself lor one entire 
night, he had taken care to reappear in the morning at Ben'k 
bed-room window, with his usual tap, ti^p, against the ^asi, 
and the grave, business-like summons, " Past dx o'clock, Ben! 
Time to get up ! " wherewith he was wont, as regularly as the 
clock struck, to awaken that trusty domestic. 

Only the Tuesday before, Mag had been absent for a longer 
period than common ; but, directed by a wngnlar noise of 
fierce and angry jabbering, something' like the scolding of a 
woman in a passion, ho had been discovered in a field at the 
bottom of the garden, engaged in a furious disputation with 
two wild birds of his own species, earnestly defending a hare 
and dirty bone, his own property, doubtless, from the incur- 
sions of these intruders. That Mag had fought with other 
weapons than his tongue, and been worsted, — that hewts 
very glad when our approach firi^tened away his opponents, 
— was quite plain ; but, they being gone, he gjladly followed 
us homo in the opposite direction, and had^ up to this unfor- 
tunate Friday (for it was upon tiiis day of ill luck that we 
missed our poor bird), conducted himself with a degree of 
prudence and discretion that showed him to have taken warn- 
ing by his contest and discomfiture. 

On that Friday, however, he was missing from noon to 
night ; the next morning dawned, six o'clock struck, bat no 
magpie tapped at the window to call Ben; he was neither 
in the house or the garden, on the trees or the ohimneya. 
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Thni the poor bird was lost seemed indisputable; and eo 
strong was the general impression of his attaohment to us, 
and of his sagacity, that we were pretty generally conyinced 
that he must haye been stolen. Who might be the thief was 
not so easy to determine. Aberlei^^ is sitoated upon a well- 
frequented road leading from one great town to another, and 
oar cottage stood in the centxe of the Tillage street. More- 
over, holding a sort of middle station between the gentry, to 
whom we belonged by birth, and habits, and old assodations, 
and the country-people, almost our equals in fortune, who all 
resorted to my dear £ither for advice and assistance in their 
little difficulties, there was scarcely a person within ten miles 
who did not occaaonally pay a visit to our habitation. Then 
Ben's acquaintance! gardeners, gamekeepers, cricketers, 
grooms ! Ben knew the whole country. And although it 
would be rather too afionting to sospect one's friends and 
acquaintances of thievery, yet they, amongst whom the mag- 
pie was deservedly popular, had, of course, contributed to 
difiuse its reputation. 

On that unlucky Friday, too, we had had even more visitors 
than common. Two or three sets of people had come from 
London by railway; five or six neighboring families had 
called ; the coursing-season was coming on, and two er three 
brace of greyhounds had been brought by their respeotivo 
owners to be compared with our dogs ; a flower-show was ap- 
proaching, and half-a-dozen gardeners had been backward 
and forward amongst zinnias and dahlias ; a cncket-match 
was pending, and the greater part of the two elevens had 
oome to arrange the day and the hour ; one constable had 
arrived for orders to send off an encampment of gypsies who 
bad established themselves in Woodcock Lane, and another 
bad come for a warrant to take up a party of vagrants caught 
in the fact of poaching, and suspected of sheep-stealing at 
Hinton-Down. Who was the thief was still a mystery. But 
when day after day pasBcd over, and no tidings arrived of our 
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bird, that he was stolen became the firm oonviotioii of our 
whole family. 

Sony, however, as we were, for the merry, saacy little 
creature, whoso spirit of enjoyment and activity of intellect 
seemed so disproportioned to his diminutiye form, and hia 
low rank in the scale of living beingSi still the recollection 
began to wear away ; and when, at the expiration of a week, 
we sallied forth to partake of a dejeuner in the beautiful 
grounds of Aberleigh Great House, our domestio calamity 
was, to say the truth, pretty nearly forgotten. 

Never was a more delightful little party than assembled 
by the side of the clear brimnung Loddon, on a glorious 
afternoon near the end of August The day was so sultiy 
that the tables wore laid under some magnificent elms upon 
the lawn, forming, with its adjuncts of picturesque architec- 
ture, of exquisite scenery, of lovely young women and thrice 
lovely children, a picture of gay and courtly elegance worthy 
of Watteau. 

The dejeuner, however, sumptuous and luxurious as it was, 
formed, by no means, the chief attraction of the day. Under 
the long, lofty terrace, crowned with old firs and lime-trees, 
which forms the boundary of Aberleigh Park, the Loddon, 
spreading, for nearly a mile, into an almost lake-like expanse, 
rivals the Thames in consequence, whilst it far surpasses it in 
beauty; and then, narrowing as it is spanned by the low 
arches of the bridge, glides along amongst quiet water-mead- 
ows with a pastoral seclusion and tranquillity which would 
have enchanted Izaak Walton. A row up this bright river 
was the express intention of the party ; and, accordingly, the 
grand question of oars or sculls being decided, water bailed 
out, row-locks and thowls examined, we set forth in three as 
pretty skiflGs as may be seen between Battersea and Putney 
Bridge ; ourselves as merry and happy a set of people as are 
often assembled in this work-a-day world. 

Some were sailors, — one especially, most worthy of that 
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honored name, which is the i^onjm of all that is frank, and 
kind, and true-hearted in man ; and one who, by some mis- 
take in destiny, is not really a sailor, bat who possesses all 
the attributes, and almost the skill, — some were sailors, somo 
were soldiers, some gentlemen at laige ; but the charm of the 
party was felt to be the freight of one of the boats, consist- 
ing of four lovely young women, singing like nightingales, 
and, as it seemed, from the same impulse of a full and joy- 
ous heart, who went backward and forward upon the water, 
spreading abroad melody as the sun difiiises light or the 
roses their perfume. That crafi was naturally looked to as 
the one from which we should deriye most pleasure, but we 
hardly, on embarking, anticipated the kind of amusement 
which it was destined to afford. 

It so happened that one of their rowers was accidentally 
detained, and another compelled to take the management of 
of the boat containing the children, so that our pretty song- 
stresses fell to the charge of one solitary boatman, who, tak- 
ing care that no real harm should befall them, seemed to find 
some diversion in plunging them and himself into small diffi- 
culties ; and, the rudder being unshipped, they, so to say, 
staggered about upon the water as if the boat were tipsy ; 
now running aground upon an island, now taking a snag (to 
borrow a phrase current upon the Mississippi), now caught 
(by veil and bonnet) in the bushes upon one bank, now en- 
tangled in the sedges upon the other, until the sirens of the 
Loddon, half-frightened and half-amused, mixed screams and 
squalls with the sweet strains of the Canadian boat-soDg, and 
shrieks of laughter with " A boat, a boat unto the ferry." 

After shooting the bridge, matters grew worse. They had 
sailed from harbor so loDg before our boat, that we had 
hitherto only looked and laughed at the strange tacks, volun- 
tary and involuntary, which their skiff had taken. But now, 
gallantly manned and ably steered, we shot ahead of them. 



diowmng **0 Peaeator del *oiide" bj mek a torrent of m« 
wit as shall not be exceeded from Q iaveeend to Kew. 

At last, when, amid laogbing, and an^i^ and qniet eojqj- 
ment, the miste were rising in the meadows, and the moon 
looking down into that bright minor, Hie stall emooth streun, 
we took oar fur damselH in tow, and prepared to rekoni 
homeward. Looking up as we were aboot to shoot the centre 
arch of the bridge, I sawa strange, yagabondinng, gypsy sort 
of light cart, that looked as if it had never paid any dotj, 
passing aboTO it ; and while oar mermaids were singing, with 
a delightful unity of their young Yoioes, 

« Oft In the stilly ni^t. 
Ere dumber^ ehain his— ** 

" bound me," they would haye added, but that ehann wis 
broken by a well-known Toioe firom above, which pronounced, 
with startling distinctness, " Gk>, go, go to Jerusalem ! " 

Was it my magpie, or was it his wraith ? 

Of course, by night, a good mile from our lan^ng-place, 
and then a mile back again to the bridge, all search or in- 
quiry was hopeless. I told the story when I got home, and 
found the whole village divided in opinion. Some thooght, 
with me, that the gypsies had hold of him ; some, with my 
father, that he had been stolen by the more regular thieves ; 
some thought that it was a trick ; some, that it was a mistake ; 
and some held, with Peter Tompkins, that the magpie was no 
magpie, after all, but an incarnation of the Evil One in black- 
and-white plumage. 

Again was poor Mag forgotten, as, one bright September 
morning, we set forth towards Famham, a pretty, old-&shioned 
town, overlooked by the bishop's palace, with its stately trees 
and extensive park, and famous for its hop-gardens, and for 
Mr. Garth's geraniums, where, in one small greenhouse, he 
rivals in splendor, although not in extent, Mr. Foster's ex- 
quisite collection, and equals him in hospitality and kindness. 
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It IB something renmrkable, I think, — something pleasant, 
as well as remarkable, and peculiar to our age and coun- 
try, — that two English gentlemen shoold surpass, by tho 
mere effect of taste and skill, the effixrts of the working gar« 
doners, whose livelihood depends upon their flowers, wi^ the 
strong stimulus of desire of gain on the one hand, and the 
enormous resources of wealth, as lavished in the greenhouses 
of our great noblemen, on the other. To raise a magnificent 
geranium is to increase and multiply beauty, and to strengthen 
and diffuse the feeling of the beautiful in this woric-a^y 
world. Art herself does little more. 

The road from Aberleigh to Famham passes throng very 
pretty and very interesting soenery. We leave Strathfield- 
saye and Silchester, emblems of the present and the past, to tho 
right ; and Sir John Cope's magnificent old mansion of Brams- 
hill, and the parsonage at Heckfield, where Mrs. Trollope 
passed her early days, to the left. Then we pass throu^ a suc- 
cession of wild woodland country to the little town of Odiham ; 
plunging again into forest-like glades, until we cross a high, 
barren, heathy ridge, called the Hog's Back, the view from 
the top of which forms a superb and extensive panorama. 
Descending this long, steep, and lofty hill, we find ourselves 
once more amidst cultivation ; quaint, old-&shioned villages 
sunk deep in the valley, and patches of hop-gardens inter- 
secting the fields. The hop-gatherers were busy in taking 
down and stripping the long poles, the English vintage ; and 
the vines hung like garlands in rich wreaths of leaves and 
flowers intertwined one with another, and diffusing around 
the bitter, racy aroma of the fragrant plant, dear to the 
lovers of mighty ale. A pretty scene it was, and a stirring. 
We stopped the carriage at the gate, to view it more closely, 
and listen to the gay jests and merriment of the many groups 
collected in the ground. There is something contagious in 
real hearty mirth, and Ben, our driver, without knowing why, 
joined in the lau^ Apparently his peculiar lau^ter was 
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recognised ; for, in a moment, we heard firom the other ade 
of the gate, " Ben ! how d' je do, Ben ? Glad to see yon, 
Master Ben ! Go to Jemsalem ! " in Mag's most trinmphaDt 
tones ; and this time we did not hear in yain. We reoovered 
our bird ; and long we possessed him, happiest^ sandcst, and 
most sagacious of magpies. 



LITTLE DAVID : A COURSING STORY. 

« Thy greyhounds are ai fwift ai breathed stags." 

Shakspbabs. 

NoTHiKa can be more Btriking than the wild and oncolti- 
vatcd aspect of the country, the scanty sprinkling of towns 
and villages, and the primitive manners and appearance of 
the scattered inhabitants, which may occasionally be found 
within some £fly miles of the crowded, sophisticated metrop- 
olis, and almost within ken of that mighty engine of civiliza- 
tion, that mighty annihilator of time and space, a rail- 
road. How long this happy state of things; — for to those 
who delight in rural sights and sounds, and dread the day 
when London and its suburbs shall quite stretch from sea to 
sea, a happy day it is, — how long this pleasant anomaly may 
continue, I am not rash enough to prophes^; but at this 
present writing, with the clock on the stroke of twelve, and 
the chilly, windy, frosty nineteenth of January stealing into 
a twentieth, chillier, windier, and ^stier 0till, at this finger- 
nipping, cold-catching, beginning of the year of grace ^5-, I 
could point out half a dozen tracts of heath and woodland, as 
free from the contamination of city smoke, or city finery, as 
the mountains of Wales or the Highlands of Scotland. 

The spot, however, with which we are more immediately 
concerned, is a district of Oxfordshire, divided from the gay 
and populous county of Berks, and the busy, thriving town of 
Belford Kegis, by one of the most beautifrd boundaries in her 
majesty's dominions, the broad, translucent Thames. No 
sooner have we passed the long, straggling bridge, and left tlie 



290 uTxtM ikkimi 

mer and its pretty inllage behind, than the roads beoooa 
muROW and ra^ed, the banks shelying and broken, the hills 
abrapt and precipitous; the groves and woods by the wayiido 
expand into shaggy heaths, sinking into rude dells, and bad^ed 
by antique forests, and ttie whole sooiery assomes the wild 
and sylyan charaoter of an old Englirfi diase. In early sum- 
mer, when these commons, dotted by damps of holly and 
hawthorn, and dimpled with glittering pools, are bordered by 
their deep beech woods, shining in the tender green of th^ 
young leaves, — : the irregular belt varied here and there by 
some huge cherry-troo starting fh>m the verdant mass, and 
covered with myriads of snowy blossoms ; the ground beneath 
carpeted with wild-flowers, from the rarest orchis to the com- 
monest daisy, — it is a pleasure of pleasures to dally in those 
fragrant paths, and penetrate to the utmost depth of those 
moss-grown recesses ; nor is the scone less beautiful in the 
still clearness of an October noon, when the first frost has 
given a golden tinge to the foliage of the beech, "vdiilst the 
cherry-trees have assumed that indescribable richness of color- 
ing, which seems as if the fast-fidling leaves have been dyed 
in the rosy juice of the fruit The boasted brightness of the 
American &11 gan scarcely exceed the vivid hues of the Ox- 
fordshire <* cherry country," after the earliest frosts of an 
English autumn. 

It is not, however, the lover of nature only who delights in 
this wild district. The sportsman, baffled by the garden-like 
cultivi^n and lawny enclosures of this swarming Berkshire 
of ours, whose villas, and villages, and village-greens, some 
irreverent fox-hunter was once pleased US designate by the 
name of Clapham Common, luxuriates in the distant coverts 
of turfy hills to the north of the great river. Dear above all 
to the courser was that wild and open country, becoming 
wilder and more open with every mile ; the absence of hedge- 
rows enchanted his eye, and the bleak wind, as, having sur- 
mounted the Lanton Bidges, ho looked fiiirly across the 
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valley to Hatherton 1011, nerer fiulod to ^adden Ida heart; 
Hatherton Hill being next, perhaps, to CcMnpUm Bottom, the 
best place for trying a greyhound in En^^and, — the very New- 
market of coursers. 

No wonder that the finding themselTes on the road to this 
place of delist, some twenty years ago, should ezhiburate the 
spirits of two yoong ooontry lads, who, driving a q>irited 
horse in a li^t open carriage, and having charge of two or 
three brace of dogs bel<mging to a master ^o had gone an 
hour or two before to enjoy a few days' coursing with an inti- 
mate firiend, conceived themselves amongst the happiest and 
most important of all hmnan beings. The happiness was 
pretty equally shared ; the importance by no means so ; one 
of the pair, by name Master Ben, being the real groom, valet, 
man-of-all-work, &ciotam, and what-not, to whom was dele- 
gated the charge of carriage, horse and dog, whilst his com- 
rade, who boasted the euphonious appellation of Tom, was 
only a deputy *s deputy, hired for the nonce; moreover, Ben 
was eighteen, and thought himself a man, — a mistake into 
which Tom, younger by two years, and shorter by two inches, 
could hardly fall ; Ben had a new jacket, Tom an old one ; 
Ben had half a sovereign in his pocket, Tom half a crown ; 
Ben was a courser, and had been at Hatherton, whilst Tom 
had not only never visited that classic ground of all sportsmen, 
but had actually never seen a greyhound run in his life. 

To do Ben justice, he did all he could to enlighten Tom's 
ignorance, at which he thought himself much scanBalized, 
though whether, like many a greater man, he might not find 
some consolation in so Mr an opportunity of laying down the 
law upon the subject without risk of question, may be doubted ; 
at all events, whatever could be done by talking of coursing, 
from the traditions of the late Lord Bivers' kennel, the some- 
time monarch of that princely sport, to descriptions of Mr. 
G^oodlake's, his successor in skill, in spirit and in success, Ben 
performed cofi amort ; and between eulo^ums upon all the 
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principal dogs, witli historical acooonts of their diffident 
matches, and biographies of their seyeral trainers, mixed with 
certain prophecies respecting the saccess of " their own stud," 
— to follow literally ihe grandiose phrase of the lecturer,— 
especially a yellow bitoh called Marigold. In talk like this, 
diyersified with occasional digressions respecting the good 
cheer of the house to which they were bound, and a few hints 
respecting a black-eyed dairy-maid, who seemed to rival 
Marigold in Ben's regard, the time sped pleasantly along. 

Ben had talking to keep him warm, and Tom had noveltj 
and anticipation, and the indomitable spirit of enjoyment of a 
country boy upon his first journey, sitting in a g^itleman's 
carriage, and behind a gentleman's horse; less happily 
engrossed they might have been to find that the December's 
night was closing in raw and cold, and that when, after 
climbing up a steep ascent, they again got into the phaeton, 
the wind, which met them on the top, blew so fiercely as to 
render walking, if the less dignified, by very fer the pleas- 
antest mode of progress. Matters were not mended when 
the shelving, craggy banks, picturesquely clothed with wood, 
which had hitherto skirted the road, disappeared, and 
they found themselves on a wide, open common, of a very 
irregular surface, with the young moon just showing her slen- 
der face in a dreary-looking piece of water at some distance, 
and no shelter of any sort visible, so far as they could see. 
The wind blew colder and colder ; the very dogs, instead of 
keeping, as they had hitherto done, at the side of the carriage, 
seemed shrinking behind. 

" Marigold ! " cried Ben, " Myrtle ! Mayfly ! Marigold ! 
Whew! Marigold, then. Whew — ew — ew!!!" And 
Ben uttered the shrill, prolonged whistle, peculiar and indi- 
vidual as an autograph, with which he had been wont to 
summon his favorite. 

« Whew— ew— ^w ! ! ! " resounded from the bottom of the 
hiU. 
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Ben was no coward, and the days of ghosts are ever (be- 
sides, who ever heard of a ghost whistlmg ? ), nevertheless he 
was a little startled ; and when Tom, professing to belieye it 
an echo, dryly desired him to try it again, — an injunction 
which he mechanically obeyed, — the whistle had, so to say, 
a shake, which, if it could have been executed at will, would 
have had considerable yalue in a musical point of view. It 's 
a great pity that more letter-press can give no idea of the 
sound ; but, although we must fail in the delineation, yet a 
most exact copy did arise this time from midway up the hill, 
continuing at intervals, mixed with slight variations, until at 
length a small figure, with the whole pack of missing dogs 
scampering around him, appeared at the top of the ascent ; 
and Tom (for the hero of the whistle had stopped the horse 
from more motives, probably, than ho could easily have 
enumerated) exclaimed, in a tone between amazement and 
disappointment, 

" Why, it 's only little David, after all ! " 

" Only David ! " rejoined Ben, giving vent to another half- 
whistle, checked pretty hastily, astheeficct of the last glanced 
over his recollection ; " David ! why it really is that little 
rascal, and the wretched pigmy of an animal that Marigold 
is tossing over and over can be nothing but his dog Spider. I 
knew that he was dying to come ; but to see him here, twenty 
miles from homo, with eight good miles before us before we 
get to a house, and he all in rags and without a farthing in 
his pocket — poor tatterdemalion ! — to pay for a bed or a 
supper when we do get to Hatherton ; hang it, Tom, there 's 
spunk in the little creature, is not there ? Suppose we take 
him on with us, eh ? Master likes his pluck, and he 11 be 
useful to help hold the dogs. Here, you sir ! jump up here, 
can't you ? Ilow came you to bring that dwarfish cur of yours 
with you ? Do you think we are going to course rats and 
mice, or to run against spaniels and terriers ? or, for the mat- 
ter of that, how came yoa here yoiUBelf? Get in, I say! jump l" 



294 uma iu.ni>: 

And, with a sly wbistile, ostenribly addreowd to the gref- 
boundfl in general, and to Spider and Mangold in particiikr, 
but into which, in spite of his gratitDde fiir Ben's oondesoen- 
aon, he could not resist the temptaticm of infiwing fosDt 
slight reminiscence of the above^nentioned shake, little Dayid 
did jmnp into the phaeton ; and, animatiwl by Uior past ad- 
yentore (nothing is pleasanter than a brief puade, with the 
least dash in the world of a fi^t, when once it is hi^ppilj 
oyer), the three droye on in ten-fold glee. 

Little Dayid, dwarf and tatterdemalion as Ben had josUy 
called him, was a well-known, and, to say the tmth, a popular 
inhabitant of our good yillage of Aberld^ The poor boy 
was an orphan, and how old he was, who were his parents, or 
to whom — they being dead — he might be said to belong, 
wero questions which nobody gaye themselyes the trouble to 
ask. Whether he had such a superfluity as a surname wis 
doubtful. I question whether he knew it himself, or whether 
it had eyer occurred to him to make the inquiry. " Little 
Dayid " was distinction enough for him. All that was known 
of his history was, that he had been placed by some long-past 
oyersecr with the parish nurse, and that when the yestiy 
claimed him as a denizen of the work-house, Dame Butler, a 
lonely and childless woman, had become so strongly at- 
tached to the friendless boy that she reftised to part with 
him ; and, in spite of the remonstrances of the parish author- 
ities, and the still more urgent pinchings of poyerty and age, 
had coDtriyed to support him until he could earn his own Hy- 
ing. Wonderfully soon did that happen. Dayid yindicated 
the affootion of his protectress by his industry and good con- 
duct. When other children were hardly trusted to take care 
of their own limbs, he began to be usefiil in th^ little mi" 
mtge : and whilst the other brats of the yillage were <^in1ring 
of nothing but getting into mischief and out of scrapes, he was 
already watching sheep, driying pigs, and keeping birds from 
the oonit for the farmers ; millr^ng oows, feAiling poultry and 
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chnrniog batter, ftr ihm wifes; lialpiiig, now in Hie irheeU 
wright'B shop, now in the rope-jaid, now at the ferge, tmding 
the curate's flowers, holding the vioar's horse, and ninning 
errands for eyeiybody. Nerer was so tmstj or so alert an 
assistant Nerer, since the time of JPmc^ (and really David 
was not mnoh bigger than the popular notion of that esprit 
foQet)^ was so yiYacioos or so diligent a little messenger. 
No opportonity of taming a penny in an honest way came 
amiss to him ; and by the time he was as high, to nse Ben's 
mode of mensoration, as MarigMi shoulder, at wfaieh time 
he might, by a roogh compotataon, be about eleven yean old, 
he had fidrly r^aid Dame Batter's kindness by earning 
nearly enoogb, not merely fixr his own sobdstenoe, bat for 
hers. 

Of all his ways of winning money* however, that in which 
David most delighted was the hard woric called qKxrtiog; 
which, to that ludf of the world which calls itself -the wiser 
sex, has a fasdnation so universal, that it must in them, as in 
the nobler races of animals who minister to the passion, be 
inborn and intuitive. When still in feminine habiliments,, 
and little bigger than a fUl-grown in&nt, it occurred ta 
David, then exerting himself as aiie'de<amp to a tall scares 
crow in frightening the birds from a field of wheat, to see in a 
water-furrow a hare on her fonn. The field was by the road- 
side ; Ben, already known to the urchin by right and name, 
happened to pass ; the boy pointed to the hare ; Ben galloped 
off to fetch his master and the dogs ; a fine run was the con- 
sequence ; and the love of the sport never from that hour 
flagged or dwindled in David's bosom. As soon as he was 
old enough to keep up with the party, he was employed to lead 
the dogs, to help the spaniels in beating hedges, to find hares 
sitting, — in short, to fl>rm one of the busy, joyous train^ 
called a coursing party; and he soon became as well ac- 
quainted with the greyhounds, and nearly as good a judge of 
their various merits, asBenhimseUl 

19 
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By aoddent he kad even become poneased of a gre jbound 
in his own person. One evening in the spring preceding the 
date of oar stoiy, a poor, scared, half-starved creature, appa^ 
entlj only two or three months old, was driven by some idle 
boys into a small conrt in firont of Dame Butler*s cottage 
David, tender-hearted to all animals, rated the children, and 
called the frightened, trembling puppy, in a tone which, with 
the remarkable instinct by which dogs at once recognin 
thdr friends, the poor little thing immediately obeyed. The 
remains of a basket were abont her neck ; she had evidently 
escaped from some coach or railway, and wandered aboat 
probably for days. After having satisfied his conscience by 
making inquiries at Belford, David, attached to his foundling, 
— the first living thing he had ever called his own, — firom 
the sense of benefit conferred and the poor creature's fond 
latitude, prevailed with some difficulty on his good old 
grmnbling nurse to receive Spider (by which exceedingly ple- 
beian name he chose to designate her) as an inmate. 

Never were dog and master better proportioned to each 
other. Spider was far more like an Italian than an English 
greyhound, and, dwarfed probably by her early misadventure, 
did really seem fitter, as Ben said, to pursue << rats and mice, 
and such small deer," than to run after a full-grown hare ; 
and, as to permitting him to try her speed against MarigoU, 
a presumptuous wish which David had been rash enough to 
hint at, the thing was too derogatory to be thought of. It 
would be like matching a Shetland pony against a race-horse. 

It was not even without many rebukes for bringing such a 
lap-dog, and many injunctions to remember that he must make 
everybody understand that Spider did not belong to " our 
stud," that Ben suJQTered David to bring his lap-dog (the most 
injurious name that he could think of) along with them. He 
even snubbed Tom for venturing to assert that she would be 
pretty if she were rather bigger. To all of which contumelies 
little David, who had received many kindnesses £rom Ben, 
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to say nothing of the present cast, made no worse answer than 
a whistle. 

Brightlj shone the sun on Hatherton Hill, when, on the 
second morning after their journey, horse, and dog, and man, 
properly rested and refreshed, sallied forth for a long day's 
diversion. It was a gay and gallant sight : the hospitable 
hosi, surrounded by his own fine family, his troops of friends, 
and train of grooms and keepers, upon that magnificent emi- 
nence, forming a panorama, for extent and for historical inter- 
est, such as shall hardly be paragoned in the south of England. 
And the sport was worthy of the scene. Never were such 
hares ; never were such dog^ ! Marigold beat Nestor ; and 
Ben was beside himself. And little David, who had never 
before seen coursing upon the Downs, David was crazy ! It 
seemed incredible that so much noise — for, to the honor of 
coursing be it said, there is no noisier pastime — could come 
from so small a body. 

At last, afler host and guest had been alternately victor 
and vanquished in the friendly strife, and afW some half- 
dozen of the neighboring gentlemen had also breathed their 
greyhounds, an event occurred which put an unexpected and 
most unintended check to the gayety of the meeting. Sir 
John Harewood, one of the greatest coursers in England, who 
jmhbiown to be on a visit to a neighboring nobleman, sud- 
denly appeared, attended by a vast retinue of trainers, and 
grooms, and dog-boys, and a stud of some twenty brace of 
greyhounds \ and, advancing most courteously to the party, 
hoping that ho should not be considered as an intruder if he 
preferred a request to try the speed of one or two of his dogs 
against some of those present. There was one which he par- 
ticularly wished to try against the fleetest that could be found, 
as he intended to run him the next week for the cup at Dept- 
ford Inn, and another that had just won the goblet at SwafF- 
ham. If any gentleman would favor him with slipping a 
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good dog aguDst one of tlieae, he ehould llunk biiiMnlf mncli 
honored. 

*« Whew ! " qnoth Ben. Ben wis dnmbfiNnided ; and, to 
say the truth, hia betters were rather taken abai^ Some- 
thing one mattered about MarigM hating cot herself, and 
another about Nestor having alxeadj ran two oooraes ; and 
the lord of the manor was about to ooiq>le a most conrteoofl 
refusal of the challenge with a request that Sir John would 
run as many of his own dogs npon the hill as he choee, when, 
to the unutterable astonishment of the whole field, littie Dayid 
led Spider up to the training groom, and boldly proposed to 
run her against the dog who was about to be entered at Depif 
fi)rd Inn. 

" Whew — ew — ew ! *' quoth Ben, with redoubled energy. 

The groom, a tall man mounted upon a tall horse, looked 
down upon David with the sort of scornful astonishment with 
which the giant may be supposed to have eyed the noted 
" Jack " of the nursery l^end, and yonohsafed no reply ; bat 
his master, a thoroughly well-tempered and kindly person, 
after inquiring to whom the pretty little creature belonged, 
and hearing from David's chief patron and protector the 
story of the boy and his dog, ordered Harebrtdn — between 
whom and Spider there was nearly the same disprmraxdon 
as between the groom and her master — to be put w|B^ 
slips. ^ »r^' 

"Whew!" said Ben again. "She's really pretty. ^'IT'.. 
she should beat, now ! David and she belong to our party. 
It 's only right to back 'em up. Hark ye, you sir upon the 
great horse, I '11 bet you half a crown upon the little "un," 
shouted he, as, a hare being found, they were led to a bottom, 
which, OS the hare was sure to make for the steep asooit, was 
peculiarly favorable to the smaller dog. 

" Done ! " responded the tall groom, grinning. " Has any 
one else a mind for a bet ? or will you venture another half- 
crown, comrade?" 
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" No ! " said Ben, who indeed had only made his bet in a 
spirit of good fellowship, by way of encouragement to Dayid 
and protection to a dog who came with his party. ** No more 
bets, thank ye. Ah, she 's off ! Now, Spider ! " 

" Now, Harebram ! " shouted the grooms and dog-boys. 
But not long did they shout. Harebrain^ used to the slips 
and eager for the sport, had been nearly a yard ahead at 
first starting. But the bitch had passed him like li^tning, 
strained up ihi^ hillndde, gained upon the dog at erery stride, 
and had jGumlly turned and killed her hare without £!are^am'< 
coming in for a turn. 

"Whew — ew — ew!" quoth Ben. " I beg your pardon, 
David, for doubting the bitch. She 's a good *un, sure 
enough ; and I 'm half a crown richer than I thou^t I was. 
Don't go mad about it, though, David ; nor don't eat Spider 
up!" 

" It must be all accident," oried the training groom, after 
honorably disbursing Ben's money. " Have yon a mind to 
run her again, my little man ? Double or quits, sir I " 

" Ay, ay ! " cried David. 

" Ay, ay ! " said Ben. 

The latter worthy was, however, about to demur a little, 
when, instead of the candidate for the cup at Deptford Inn, 
hfiitfiNii)^ them slippmg the winner of the Swaffham goblet 
]Sut David stopped him. 

«< Let her run their best," said he ; " you 11 see she 11 beat 
them." 

And beat them she did, after a longer course and a more 
decided triumph. And Sir John won the cup after all, not 
indeed with Harebrain^ but with Spider ^ alias HdeTt^ whom 
he purchased of her master at so high a rate, that little David 
returned to Aberleigh a moneyed man, with a fortune in the 
savings'-bank, a new suit for himself, and a new gown for 
Dame Butler. 



DOLLT AND HER BEAUX. 

SiYSBAL yean ago, I Bpeiai mme montlis with a near and 
dear relation, whom I shall call Ooieral V emoD, and his no 
less chamiiiig wife, the Lady Anne, at their fine place in Uie 
north of ikigland. They had a large and lovely family of 
boys, from ei^teen years old to ei^t, — some at Eton, aonie 
at a military school, and one already in the army ; and of girls 
from fifteen downwards, all at home, — the elder onea under 
the core of an accomplished goyemeas, and the yoongest, a 
fELUj of three*and-a-half (three-and-aizpence, aa her iather 
used to say, when the little lass' age came under diHcownon), 
who, not yet sobjected to the discipline of the school-room, 
and quite weary of the large, doll, deserted nursery, and the 
good old family nurse, Mrs. Hicks (I belieye she had brought 
up throe generations of the Yemons), a tun of a woman, who 
sate in state in a great easy arm-chair, grumbling over her 
corns and her rheumatism, — used to escape as often as posn- 
ble to the gayer parts of the manmon ; a privileged and most 
welcome intruder, whose merry voice might be heard singing 
through hall and gallery the moment you entered the door, 
and found, indeed, an almost infiEdlible guide as to which part 
of the house — the library, £oit instance, or the drawing-room 
—happened to be that in whidi the greater part of the fiunily 
was assembled. Wherever most people were aasembled and 
most fun going forward, — wherever, in short, there was most 
noise, — there, heightening, redoubling and provoking the din, 
was, you may be sure, Miss Dolly. 

Dolly, — whose real name, by the way, was Dora, thoo^^ it 
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is doubtftil whether she had been so addressed since the 
christening; the very maids, even Mrs. Hicks herself, call- 
ing her Miss Dolly, — Dolly was a nice little girl ; small of 
her age, but well £)rmed and active, with abundance of flaxen 
ringlets, blue eyes, and. a pLnk-and-white complexion, not 
much unlike her own great wax doll, and not very much 
larger, — the chief difference between them consisting in the 
absence of noise and motion on the doll's part, wherein Dolly 
had the advantage, and in the &r superior neatness of the 
waxen lady's apparel ; neither Mrs. Hicks nor her aide-de- 
camp Patty (the nurseiy-maid) being able to keep Dolly tidy, 
though they tried hard, after their several feshions, to achieve 
that most laudable object. Mrs. Hicks, hoping, lamenting, 
and sighing, in her great chair, over torn firocks and tattered 
trousers ; whilst Patty chased her young mistress, needle in 
hand, running up tucks, sewing on strings, and tying sashes ; 
all of which might truly be called labor in vain, for Dolly 
was a romp at heart, a romp in grain, and it would be as easy 
to wash a blackamoor white as to preserve cleanliness and order 
in the person of a young lady who labors under that unlucky 
propensity. 

Dolly (I am sony to give so bad a character to my heroine) 
was a most inveterate romp. She romped with her brothers 
and sisters wherever she met with them ; with her father and 
mother, whenever she could coax them into the sport ; with 
Miss Harris, the governess; with Patty, the nursery-maid; 
and, finally, notwithstanding corns and the rheumatism, with 
Mrs. Hicks herself, who, in spite of a considerable degree of 
gravity, mental and bodily, and a decided theoretical objec- 
tion to such rudeness, could not always find in her heart to 
resist Dolly's practical temptation, e^>ecially when Dolly 
climbed to the top of her great chair, and stole the very 
spectacles from off her nose. 

This was the signal for a game of play, which used to last 
till poor &t Mrs. Hicks, tired as ever a poor &t Mrs. Hicks 
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was before, was forced to give in, and ay for quarter; anl 
then Dolly (who seldom attacked Mrs. Hicks until she had 
exhausted the patience of her other biped playfellows) used to 
lesort to the qnadmpeds of the house — her mamma's lap- 
dog, her papa's poodle, her sister's kitten. Miss Harris' cat^ 
and a much enduring terrier of her own, called ^Hny— for 
amusement and consolation; and they, especially l^y and 
the kitten, would enter into her glee, and jump and firisk 
about, and scratch and tear the clothes upon her back, and 
make such a commotion as would have wearied anybody un- 
der the sun except Dolly ; but Dolly was untirable. It was 
perfectly wonderful how much fotigue, under the name of play, 
that little person could endure; from sunrise to sundown she 
was in perpettial motion. Miss Harris (who dreaded her 
coming into the school-room) used to declare that it made her 
head ache only to look at her. 

Besides being a romp, Dolly (the sins are apt to get to- 
gether in damsels under four years old) was, I am sorry to 
say, a most desperate flirt. She had early made the disooT- 
ery that gentlemen, who have no bonnets to discompose, nor 
gowns to rumple, make far better playfellows than ladies, who 
have their millinery and petticoats to take care of, and are, he- 
sides, less strong in the arm, and therefore less capable of 
giving, what Dolly liked better than anything, a good high 
toss. Gentlemen were, therefore, her decided favorites ; and 
every male visitor who came to the house was sure of being 
challenged to a game of romps with Miss Dolly. But^ be- 
sidos those chance beaux, she had, nearly from the time she 
could talk, a regular flirtation on hand with some fovorite of 
the house. 

First on the list was Mr. Simon Bates, the house-steward ; 
a retainer of the family of somewhere about Mrs. Hicks' 
standing, for whom in his youth he had been suspected of a 
lurking perichant, and for whom he still retained sufficient 
partiality to induce him to pay her long and firequent visitB in 
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the nnrsery, when his flirtation with Miss Dolly commenced. 
It did not last long. Poor Mr. Simon Bates, besides being 
nearly as unwieldy as Mrs. Hicks, was subject to fits of tho 
gout, which utterly incapacitated him from the active gambols 
that his young lady required ; so he relinquished his post, or 
she turned him off (either yersion may serve), as speedily aa 
possible. 

His successor was Mr. Jackson, the butler, whose pantry, 
abutting on the great stairs, threw him frequently in Dolly's 
way, and enabled him to give her two exercises of which she 
was exceedingly fond — sliding down the banisters, and trot- 
ting round the hall on horseback, Mr. Jackson performing the 
part of a steed, and prancing and curvetting on hands and 
feet for her gratification. What added to her pleasure in 
this sport was Jackson's being furnished with a natural bridle 
in the shape of a pig-tail, he being of the old-fiiahioned race 
of butlers, with a red face blazing amidst his frimed and pow- 
dered hair, silk stockings, paste buckles, and on state occa- 
sions an embroidered waistcoat with long flaps, which some 
former head of the Yemons had worn at court A capital 
steed, Dolly, in her lisping English, was pleased to call him 
" vely nithe horthe ; " but, notwithstanding his alacrity in 
moving on all-fours, poor Mr. Jackson's red nose was fated to 
be put out of joint even sooner than that of his predecessor, 
Mr. Bates. 

Hie favorite by whom the galloping butler was superseded 
was a certain Eugene Prince, or, as his comrades called him, 
Prince Eugene, who accompanied Harry Yemon home from 
the militaiy college, one Christmas holidays. Prince Eugene 
was exactly the person to worry a young lady off her feet ; 
bold, active, lively and good-humored, and blest with such a 
^ind of animal spirits that he could even tire down Dolly her- 
self. Prince Eugene was irresistible ; he tossed her over his 
head, he shook her into penny pieces, he called her his little 
wife, he sang wng/h made fiboo, and pkjed Punch fat her 



804 WXUX ASD WBL VUXPL 

anmsomcnt; and reigned without a rival, whetHer on four 
feet or on two. But, alas! Hie Christmas hours do not last 
forever. Prince Eugene departed, and poor Dollj was left 
a disconsolate damsel, to seek another playfellow as best she 
might 

She found, or rather made one, in the shape of the vicar 
of the parish ; a grave, decorous, respectable Mr. TT^ t"^", 
who at first sight seemed an unpromising subject for a romping 
bout. But the gentleman had more fun in him than he 
seemed to have ; and being much at the house, and amused 
at the manner in which Dolly forced herself upon his attention, 
and insisted on his tossing her up to the ceiling, and shaking 
her into penny pieces, and calling her his litUe wife, like her 
** poor dear Printh," he took very grateftdly to the office, and, 
on my arrival at General Vernon's, I found him as regularly 
romping with Dolly after dinner, as saying grace be&re. 

This state of things did not last long ; Dolly was, as I ha^e 
said, a flirt, as well as a romp ; and an occasion soon presented 
itself for displaying her unlucky quality in full perfection. 
It came, as usual, in the form of a rival. 

The time of my yisit happened to be on the eve of a gen- 
eral election ; and, a few days after my arrival, a fellow-guest 
made his appearance in the 'shape of a young baronet, who 
was a candidate for the representation of the next town, where 
the Yemons had great interest. A very agreeable person was 
Sir Eobort, — cheerful, pliant and good-humored, and so 
overflowing with civility that he made his court to every 
creature in the house, from Lady Ann, the really lovely eldest 
daughter, down to Finette and Tiny. Of course, Dolly was 
not overlooked. He out-tossed and out-shook Mr. Harman ; 
made more faces and sang more songs than Prince £)ugene ; 
played Punch twice over ; galloped on all-fours three times 
round the great drawing-room ; declared that she should be 
nobody's wife but his; and, finally, promised to cany her 
away with him the next morning. 
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The night had been stonny, and Mr. Harman had, as was 
firequenilj the case in bad weather, slept at the great house; 
and, the morning being briUiantly fine, we were all assembled 
to witness the departure of the two gentlemen, — the one on 
foot to the vicarage, the other on horseback to the independent 

boroogh of G^ ^ — when, to oar great astonishment, DoUj 

mardlied into the hall, equipped in her best pelisse and bon- 
net, with a huge wax doll in one hand, and a ooadi-and-foor, 
with their out-riders (the gift of Mr. Haiman), in the other. 
'* Thtop ! " shouted Dolly, perodying that her new admirer, 
who was already mounted, was bowing himself ofif as fiuit as 
possible, "thtop! I go too!" 

" No," rejoined the fidtUees swain, " not now, dear Dolly ; 
there 's no room ; you see I *m on horseback ; 1 11 come back 
in a carriage and fetch you and your dolL 1 11 come back 
for you to-morrow, Dolly." 

** I go notr," screamed Dolly. " I ride before — I ride be- 
hind. I oor wife ! " quoth Dolly. But all in vain, for her 
treacherous admirer nodded, and kissed his hand, and galloped 
off; he laughed and he rode away ; and poor Dolly, quite 
astounded at anybody's being as fickle as horself, seemed 
likely to cry, till, catching a glimpse of Mr. Harman, who 
was now, in his turn, taking leave, she resumed her doll and 
her coach-and-four, which she had put down in her conster- 
nation, and then said, veiy quietly, ** Well, then, Mither Har- 
man, I go with 00." 

" No," rejoined Mr. Harman, « not to-day. Miss Dolly. 1 11 
come and fetch you another time ;" and off he bowed himself; 
and poor Dolly, quite astounded with this great moral lesson 
on the dangers of flirtation and the treachery of men, walked 
back to the nursery quite misanthropic, exclaiming, with the 
drollest possible union of mirth, of observation, and falseness 
of grammar, ** Manth ith all alike ! " she being, perhaps, the 
first young lady of three years and a half old who ever had 
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occasion, on her own account, to Ycrify the words of the old 
song, 

« Sigh no moio, ladiM, Udief » righ bo mor^^ 
Men were deoeirert eror ; 
One foot on sea ftnd ono on ihort^ 
To one thing ooDitant neTV.^ 

'<Manth ith all alike," quoth poor Dollj, and off she 
marched to play with Tiny. 



MARION CAMPBELL. 

A HZGHLANI) 8I0RT. 
** Ihif jealouj 
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A HORB inqmntive race of dogs than the greyhound 
breathes not upon this earth. Wanting the sense of smell 
which usually leads astray those fhur-fboted people, — who, like 
the best of the two-footed generation, have certain small and 
genial frailties mingled amongst their many yirtues, — laddng 
that temptation to step aside from the straight and beaten 
path, they indulge their wandering propensities by poking 
their pretty noses into eyery orerice and cranny they can spy 
out, and following every indication of life or motion which 
their quick sense of seeing and hearing can detect on every 
side. 

Many a dance has my lamented Mayflower led me, by her 
vagaries in this way ; and, as greyhound nature will bo grey- 
hound nature under all varieties of coat or feature, I suspect 
that the fair Marion Campbell found her pet Luath — rough, 
wiry, bony, though he was, and of the sturdier and stronger 
sex — quite as unmanageable as I did my fidr, sleek, deli- 
cate canine companion; althou^, in addition to all other 
points of difference, the good greyhound Mayflower happened 
to be a lady, and we all know that <* the men-folk,'* as a 
country firiend of mine is pleased disparag^ly to derignate 
that important part of the creation, aio pleased to arro- 

i 
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gate to themselves a total deficiency in tlie great quality of 
curiosity. 

I do not see that we " women-folk" have any bnsinen to 
q[liarrel with this assertion. If they who go clad in donbkt 
and hose choose to make over to the wearers of bodice and 
petticoat the exclusive possession of the great fiumlty whidi 
may be called the very key to knowledge, I can find no 
reason why we should disclaim a distinction bo honorable; 
except, indeed, the trifling consideration called tmth may 
count for anything in the argnment ; in which case, I diould 
feel myself bound to declare that, according to my limited 
observation, the quality in question is about as equally 
divided between the sexes, as freely and bountifully scattered 
amongst all animals with any pretensions to intelligence, 
whether biped or quadruped, as any — what shall we call it ? 
— any questionable virtue well can be. 

That this same organ of inquisitiveness was as strongly 
developed in Marion Campbell's rou^ and fiiithful attendant 
as in my delicate pet, was made unpleasantly conscious to his 
fair mistress during a ramble which she, accompanied only by 
Luath and her damsel Janet (whose functions about the 
daughter of the old Highland chief much resembled those of a 
modem lady*s-maid), was taking through her native glens, one 
fine morning in August. 

Marion passed along in silence ; rapt, sooth to say, — as, 
in the heyday of her bloom, woman, from the princess to the 
peasant, is wont, — in ** maiden meditation,*' whioh, in the 
presence at least, and, as I suspect, in a good many others, was, 
with all submission to the great poet, anything but " &ncy 
free." 

Marion Campbell's meditations glanced over her mind, 
mingling and crossing, now bright and now gloomy, like the 
tartan of her house, — to which, indeed, that checkered and 
many-colored web, a young lady's musings, may not unaptly 
be likened. 
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First she Uunight of a new sack and petdooat of pale lilao 
damask, flowered with alternate bouquets of roses and car- 
nations, the most magnificent habiliment that had ever 
penetrated north of Inveraiy ; and of a Mechlin head and 
ruffles, brought her in a present by her kinsman Archibald, •— 
Cousin Archie, as she used to <»tll him, when they were 
children together, — now a captain in Kingston'd dragoons; 
then she repeated to herself certain rhymes of the ingenious 
Mr. Moore (upon that thin diet did the lovers of poetry ban- 
quet in those days), whose ** Fables for the Female Sex," 
published a year or two before, had just found their way into 
the Highlands ; then the form of a heather-sprig suggested an 
apron that she was flowering to wear with the above-mentioned 
damask suit ; then she thought of her poor friend, Helen Came- 
ron, sister of the chief of Dungallan, whose proficiency in the 
mysteries of the needle had been acquired in a French convent, 
and who had taken so much pains to accomplish her in the gentle 
science of tcnt-stitch and cross-stitch; then the horrors of 
civil war, the much that she had heard, and the little that she 
had seen, of the last year's miseries (for the ramble of which 
we are speaking occurred in the '46), came shudderingly over 
her mind, as a cloud passes across the sun. 

" Poor, poor Helen ! " thought Marion, sighingly ; " Archi- 
bald used to be jealous of Dungallan. He had little cause. 
Heaven knows. I never thought of him except as the brother 
of my friend, whatever might be his wishes with regard to 
me ; and now, if, indeed, he be still alive, he is chased like the 
hill-fox or the hare, and has nowhere to lay his head. Poor 
Dungallan ! poor, poor Helen ! 0, the sickening horror of 
such a war as this has been ! — kinsman with kinsman, friend 
with friend ! And now this fearful search after a vanquished 
enemy ! — this hunting down an old acquaintance, or, it may 
be, an honorable rival, like a beast of the field ! 0, to a 
brave spirit, it must be misery ! " sighed Marion to herself, 
imputing, as a tender woman so often does impute, her own 
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feelings to the man whom she loves. " Arohibftld mnst feel it 
so, in spite of his devotion to General Gan^bell (who has been 
88 a fiiUier to him), and his loyalty to King Greoige. And 
now these fearful sentences ! — that poor young girl who died 
of abioken heartat the execution of her lover ! ^ They wring 
one*8 very soul. But Archibald has leave of abaence now for 
the cure of that old wound at Culloden, and will remain with 
us during the whole autumn ; and no fugitive would be mad 
enough to oome into the Campbell's country. Then, in the 
winter, my &ther talks of taking me to Edinburgh.*' And 
the lilac damask, with alternate bouquets of roses and carna- 
tions, flitted before the eyes of the fiur wearer. ** No one 
knows what may happen in the winter ! " thou^t she, and 
visions of snow-white satin night-gowns, and white-and-olver 
brocades, the bridal paraphernalia of the time, gleamed for an 
instant in her mind's eye, calling forth a blush and a smile, a 
look and a feeling of innocent hope, which banished, for the 
moment, the recollection that such things as war and misery 
had ever existed in this world of sunshine and shadow. 

These were the musings which the pranks and vagaries of 
Luath had interrupted. 

First, he was aware of the motion of a moor-fowl among 
the heather ; and he darted up the hill-eide with the speed of 
an arrow, giving to his fair lady, and still more to her serving- 
maiden — who exerted her lungs most womanfully for his 
recovery, screaming at the top of a naturally high voice, until 
the rocks echoed back the sound as if it had been the shriek 
of a mountain eagle — giving to his fair pursuers the exceed- 
ingly tormenting and provoking spectacle of moving away the 
faster the more he was called back. Then a deer showed 
himself in the valley, and off he darted through the glen, 
with a rush that threatened to run down the whole herd; 
while Janet*s shrill pipe resounded through the uttermost 

* Vide Sbenttone*8 pathetio ballad of " Jamie Dowson ;*' a itory m 
touohing that trwi the faUe taste of the Toraifier has fihUed to fpoU U. 
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depths of the glen, as it had befbre climbed the topmost ridge 
of the crags. Then he contented himself with slighter devia- 
tions from the straight path, — skipped firom right to left, and 
from left to ri^t, poking lus nose into that nook and this 
cranny, until, at last, just as the bridal apparition had crossed 
Marion's &nc j, he disappeared behind a small clump of brush- 
wood , — two or three young birch-trees, and a plant or two 
of yellow broom and Scotch brier that grew on the ledge of a 
cliff, down which, in winter, a mountain-torrent made its way, 
and yanished bodily, or seemed to vanish, into the fiuse of the 
rock. 

The extraordinary disappearance of her favorite — fol- 
lowed, as it was, first by a low sound firom Luath, something 
between a bark and a growl, then by one or two muttered 
words, the speaker continuing invisible, and a slight noise of 
struggling — effectually aroused his &ir mispress ; who, nat- 
uraUy high-spirited, fire&^m, and vigorous in mind and body, 
as becomes a mountain maid, plunged, without hesitation, into 
the stony bed of the torrent, now completely dried up by the 
summer sun; and, soorambling with considerable difficulty 
(for the loose stones gave way even under her light tread, and 
she was forced to grasp, every instant, at the tufts of grass and 
heather that grew in the fissures of the diff, and hung over 
its sides, to keep herself from falling), succeeded, after some 
minutes' hard climbing, in gaining the position which her pet 
had reached at half-a-dozen bounds, and found herself perched 
upon a narrow ledge of rock overhanging the water-course, at 
about twenty feet from the bottom of the precipice ; hardly 
wide enough to afford room to the little tuft of brushwood 
above which the cliff rose in a smooth, sheer ascent, until it 
seemed mingling with the clouds. 

Behind this small clump of birch, and broom, and brier, 
and now quite concealed by the summer foliage, was a small 
fissure, penetrating the natural mound, through which it was 
dear that Loath had disappeared, and into which she also 
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paaeL renr£«9§ alike of ike dangers ihat she might en- 
cc^icT ;^e£«. AZki cf the vmniii^ of Janet, who, <*1imKing 
a^fi :«K:-cs«radr2 with equal good will, followed her lad j as • 
ru Lilj as a hekrty nzmble, which had nnlnckilj befallen her 
as soe cowinirih*qcent of her aseent, would permit. 

A szaHar misadTeosoie had reij nearij occurred to her 
£kir miscre^ itzi awar«. at the moment of her entrance, of 
the npsd shelving of the narrow pasBage into the cave ia 
widoh it ttfminated. She lecoTered herself, however, and 
louod. ly the light which penetrated throogh the fissure (tbe 
Golj 11^: which the place afforded), that she was in a natunil 
eavem. of eoosideiable extent, and immediately ocMifronted 
by a yonng man, who stood directly 0|^K)6ite to her, with an 
air and aniiU'ie of cahn determination, one hand vigoronslj 
p*:izitei upon Luath's neck, and the other grasping a pistol 
which he had drawn fhm hi? belt. 

Both were instantly relaxed, as he perceived the sex of the 
intru'ier. 

*' A woman ! " exclaimed he, replacing the pistol in his 
girdle. whiUt Luath, in a transit of pleasure, sprang upon 
3Iarion*9 »houldor, and nestled his rough head against her 
cheek. " A lady ! then I have nothing to fear." And, with 
a courtesy which seemed habitual, he dragged a block of 
smooth stone, the only thing resembling a seat which the cave 
afforded, to -a level spot near his fair visitor, and entreated 
her to take possesion of it, in an accent whose gentle cheer- 
fulness contrasted singularly with his rude and squulid 
aspect. 

3Iarioo, complying with his request, gazed upon him, as ho 
stood before her, with a mixture of wonder and compast:ion. 
He was a tall young man, of a fair complexion, or rather a 
complexion which, before a long exposure to sun and wind 
and weather, had been fair; and a countenance which, in 
spite of a tremendous length of beard, had something at once 
singular and agreeable. He wore an old dark tartan coat, a 
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plaid, and a philibeg, with a pistol and a dirk at liis side. 
H'lA gannents were torn and dirty, his feet all but bare, and 
hla whole appearance indicated the extremity of human pi- 
yation. 

" One of those unhappy sufferers ! " thought Marion, as 
her bri^t eyes filled with tears. " So might my father and 
my poor cousin Archibald," — even in her silent thoughts she 
did not call him by a tenderer name, — "so might they have 
wandered in their enemy's country, and have hidden in caves 
and rocks, had the day of Gulloden ended differently." 

*^ It is only my maid, sir, — one for whoso discretion I can 
answer," said Marion, aloud, as the entrance of Janet, and 
her exclamation of alarm and astonishment at sight of the 
stranger, produced a less emphatic expression of surprise on 
his part. ** I will answer for her as lor myself," said Maiioo, 
warmly. 

<* Heaven forbid that I should doubt of either ! " responded 
the stranger. *< Wherever, during my wanderings, I have met 
a woman, there I have been sure to find a friend. Pity and 
fidelity are synonymous with her name." 

*' How can we serve you ? " said Marion, glancing towards 
the interior of the cave, where some heather, arranged with 
the blossoms upwards, the hardy couch of the Highlander, 
and the remains of a wood-fire, gave token of a residence of 
some duration. "You seem to want " 

" Almost everything, madam ! " interrupted he, gayly. 
" For my wardrobe, you see its, condition : witness my two 
feet, with half a brogue between them. Never was bare- 
footed friar in fitter order for a pilgrimage. And as to 
my larder, that is reduced to a still lower ebb, as these 
few crumbs may bear testimony. I doubt if the leanest 
begging brother of St. Francis was ever so sparely furnished. 
I have been thinking, indeed, of making an onslaught upon 
your venison. I must have attempted it to-night, from sheer 
starvation, though the report of fire-arms " 
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^YfaM bring 19011 70a twentj snned bmo," njoiiMi 
Uftrion, — *< would prodnce instaiit diaoovexy, periuipi iDBUot 
death! Heaven be praised yon refrained, and that Laath'i 
eariodtj led ns here to supply your wants ! If it had been 
my £ither ! " 

" Or if Gaptam Archibald had ha|^>ened to gang alang wi' 
Hiss Marion the now, instead of me," inteqMeed Janet,— 
" whilk wasna unlikely, ye ken ! " 

<< Hush, Janet ! " resumed her mistreas, blushing. « We 
have no time to waste in talk, lliey may miss ns at home, 
and " 

(( Eh ! Miss Marion, but ye are richt ! " eTclaimed the in- 
eorrigible lady's maid. " The captain 'ill miss ye, sure enoo, 
lae sune as he has dune thae weaiy letters. We hae nae 
time for davers. He '11 be seeking ye up the brae and doim 
the brae ; and the loun Donald, the captain's man " 

<< He'll be seeking after somebody else, — will he not?" 
inquired the stranger, who had listened with an air of sqn 
presscd amusement, and sly, quiet intelligence, not a little 
provoking to the fair Marion, to the revelations of her waiting- 
woman. " He '11 be following his master's good example, and 
seeking up the brae and down the brae for you ? Won't he, 
Mistress Janet ? " 

** Janet ! hold your peace, I entreat you ! " cried her ladj, 
interrupting something that the chattering damsel was about 
to say. <^ Tell me, sir, and quickly, for the very moments are 
precious, how we can best serve you. With provisions, we 
can, I hope, supply you after dark." 

'* The tao half of a red deer pasty, sin' the gentleman 
fiincicfl the meat, and a tass of whiskey, gin the loun Donald 
hae lefl sac mickle in the castle, for he's a fou frae mom till 
nioht," quoth Janet 

<* Unless our prolonged absence should excite suspicion, 
there is little doubt but we shall be able to supply you with 
food. Linen and shoes also can be procured from my father's 



816 

wardrobe. Bat I ooght to tell yon, iiiIioq[>ita>ble as it seems, 
that your continuance here is attended with danger the most 
imminent I feel that I am speaking to one of the nnforta- 

nate foUowers of the Pre of Charles Edward," continued 

the, dieoking herself, as her listener drew himself up proudly; 
** and it is right to inform him that he is in the Tery midst of 
Argyle's country, surrounded by enemicB on all sides, parties 
of soldiers in every direction, and an officer in the service of 
the king — nay, this is no time to quarrel for a word with one 
who is risking much to preserve you — an officer in King 
George's service actually in the castle. What madness brou^t 
you hither ? You must not, cannot remain here. The same 
accident that discovered your retreat to us may make it 
known to others. And then " 

The horrors of the executions at Kcnnington, an account of 
which, transmitted to her cousin by a firicnd from London, 
she had that morning overheard him reading to her fitther, 
struck at once upon her mind. She thought of the young 
man before -her, evidently well-bom and delicately nurtured, 
who, for a wrong cause it might be, but still for one which he 
thou^t right, was enduring so cheerfully the extremity of 
human privation ; she thought of him, to-day talking with her, 
full of life and spirit, to-morrow undergoing the fearful sen- 
tence at which her flesh had crept as she hoard it, and, unable 
to bear the image which her fancy had conjured up, she burst 
suddenly into a passion of tears. 

Much affected by her sensibility, the object of her generous 
interest laid aside his levity and his hau^tiness, and ex- 
plained to her, simply and gravely, that, having been closely 
and unrelentingly pursued for many weeks, he had taken 
a sudden resolution to baffle, if possible, the sagacity of his 
enemies, by leaving the friendly country in which he had 
hitherto taken refuge, and plantii^ himself in 'the very 
stronghold of his foes. The actual spot in which he was con- 
cealed had been suggested, he said, by the local knowledge of 
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a companion, who had left him, on the doable errand of ob- 
taining important intelligence and reomiting their stock of 
proyisiona ; bat whose retam, onleas he himaelf prevented his 
arrival by meeting him at a rendeKvoas some twenty miles 
distant, he expected to take place two days after. This com- 
panion was, he added, no stranger to Miss Marion Campbell, 
whom he believed himself to have the honor of addressing, and 
to whom the hoose of Dangallan was certainly not unknown. 

" £h, pair Dangallan ! " exclaimed Janet, whose sympathy 
extended to all her mistress' lovers. '* We ken hiin weel, 
gaid man ! he gied mc the vera brooch that ye see i' my pLad- 
dic, in return for an auld gluve that he stealt of my leddy*8 
forbye ither tokens. Pair Dangallan ! sae it was he that fan! 
the cove ! Ho kent the place langsyne, did Dangallan ; frae 
the time that he was a bairn, nae higher than the hoond 
Loath. An' ye look for him the mom*s morrow ! Eh, sirs, 
bat wo maun pit a ewe-milk cheese an' a wheen bannocks to 
the pasty, — he '11 be just famished, — to say nacthing of an- 
ither tass of the whiskey." 

" Let him not come, I beseech you," said Marion, earnestly. 
" His danger would be ten-fold greater than yours. He is 
known. He is one of the chiefe of the Camerons, one of the 
principal planners of this unhappy insurrection, and said, also, 
to be a personal favorite of its unfortunate leader. I have 
known Dungallan all my life long. His sister was mj corlj 
companion and instructress. Let me not have the misery of 
fearing that an old friend of my father's house should be 
dragged from his lands to a dreadful death ! If he were 
taken, nothing could save him. My interest in him would be 
misconstrued. It would be thought, — Heaven knows how 
falsely ! — but it would be thought " — proceeded Marion, in 
a low tone, and blushing deeply — " I know that it would be 
suspected. Only this very morning, when I spoke of poor 
Helen, the feeling burst forth. His presence, whilst my hot- 
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headed kinsman is at the castle, would, indeed, be dangerous 
to us all." • 

** As fire to tow," corroborated Janet. " Giiid sirs ! I had 
clean forgot the captain. He 's ganging gyte upon that score. 
He garred the soldier-lads tak auld Alison, who 's as deaf as 
the stancs in the linn, to Inverary, to be examined, because the 
auld wife had a wee bit mutch of Cameron tartan, that the 
guidman had picked up at Falkirk, to cover her puir withered 
craig. Na, na ! Dungallan maunna come hither. The cap- 
tain wad jalouse that ho was hereabout, by instinct, ye ken, 
just as Luath wad jalouse a brock or a tod by the more efieck 
of natural anteepathy." 

At this moment the stranger, observing that Luath, who 
had hitherto stood quietly and apparently half asleep, by the 
side of his mistress, pricked up his ears and held his head 
slightly on one side in the attitude of listening, laid his right 
hand firmly on his neck ; and, in another instant, a quick step 
was heard in the glen below, succeeded by a loud, lively 
whistle, and a bold, manly voice, calling, " Luath ! Where aro 
you, Luath, my man ? " at short intervals. It was with con- 
siderable difficulty that the caresses of his lady, and the 
strong grasp of her companion, could restrain Luath from 
obeying the call. The footsteps were heard dashing through 
the loose, dry, gravelly bed of the wintry torrent ; pausing a 
moment, as if the passer-by were observing the marks made 
by the girls in their recent ascent, or as if his attention were 
attracted by the suppressed growls of Luath, or his repeated 
plunges as he struggled with all his strength to escape from 
his holders ; and in that moment — a moment that seemed an 
age — both Marion and Janet fiincied that he might have 
heard the quick beating of their throbbing hearts. At length 
the sound of the footsteps died away, and the voice and the 
whistle grew fainter and fainter, and were gradually lost in 
the distance. For the present, at least, the danger was past. 

After a long pause, Janet ventured a whisper, 
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«< Yon*B Captun Archibald, oalling Lu&tiiy pair ^owl- 
be quiet, LuaUi, oan't ye ? — just to find the whereabout Mi* 
Marion may be. £h, airs! there 'd be wild warlc, I trow,^ 
he and Dungallan ehoald forgaUier ! " 

llieir new acquaintance appeared to fbel tlie full fbroe of 
this observation. 

" Well," said he, '< I must, if posnble, be off to-niglit 
Heaven forbid that I should lead my fiuthfbl friend, or you, 
my kind protectress, into unnecessary danger. Supply me, if 
without peril to yourselves you can do so, with bo much of 
the commonest food as may give me strength for the joomej, 
and a pair of shoes to guard my feet from the rocks and 
briers, and the tass of whiskey which Mistren Janet spoke of, 
to drink your health and happiness, and I will set forth this 
very night." 

" Yo ken the road ? " inquired Janet 

" I have passed it once, and have learnt in my wanderings, 
almost with the skill of a wild Indian, to fix in my memory 
the great landmarks of nature — the outlines of the moon- 
toins, the course of the streams, and the positions of the stais 
in the heavcus ; nay, even to follow iq)on the trail of a com- 
panion, by tho aid of almost imperceptible signs, — a transverse 
cut upon tho smooth bark of the mountain ash, a birch twig 
broken, a sprig of heather dropped upon the path, — tokens 
which, even now that I have indicated them to you, none but an 
eye quickened by keen necessity and present danger could dear- 
ly apprehend. 0, this necessity is the schoolmistress, of all 
others, to diarpen observation, and teach a man the use of his 
wits ! We may dwell in a palace aU our lives, and not know 
for what purpose our senses were given us ; but turn us, bare- 
foot and hungry, amongst these Scottish wildernesses, and we 
soon find that tho chief aim and object of our faculties is to 
enable us to make a shift — in which grand art of existence I Ml 
challenge any canny Scott, Lowlander or Highlander, from John 
o' Groat's house to the Tweed. It will be moonlight to-ni|^t," 
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added he, more aerioudy, ** and I haye little doubt of finding 
mj way to the place where I have appointed to join mj 
firiend. So now, my &ir bene&ctren, I will detain you no 
longer." 

And he took her hand and bent hia lipe to it with an habit- 
ual grace and dignity the effect of which was not at all di- 
miniBhed by his mde and sqoalid ezlprior, bo independent of 
mere eztrinsio oiroomatances are those qoalities of mind and 
manner, that union of soAyitj andnoblenesB, whidi constitute 
a gentleman. Marion lingered* 

« The night is, of all seasons, the most dangerous to a 
traveller in these troubled times. Even the &ct of being out 
in the dark exposes the wanderer to suq[>icion. Could no dis- 
guise be thou^t of that should enable you to elude suspicion 
by day ? — a female garb, for instance ? " 

<* The gentleman shall be welcome to my best kirtle and 
bodice, and a hood and screen to the wale of it," quoth 
Janet. " Eh, and he '11 make a braw strappin lassie ! " 

'*A woman!" replied the fugitive^ quickly; *< there you 
must czouse me. Anything but that. Braggart that I was, 
I forgot my fitilure in that line. 1 11 play the woman no 
more." 

<*No more!" And Marion gaied fixedly on his face, 
whilst a firesh suspicion crossed her mind, and the color mounted 
even to her temples. ^* No more ! " 

" But he maunna leave the cave, by daylight, in a plaid 
and philib^ of the Cameron set Gin he does, the captain, 
or the loun Donald, 'ill hoist him ahint a dragoon, and cany 
him awa to Inverary, like puir doited Alison. There 's walth 
o' auld tartans about the town, belanging to ae laddie or an- 
ither; and I can lift him a suit as cannily as ever my fbrbears 
lifted a drove o' black cattle," said Janet, lau^^g. *^ And 
then, when he has trimmed that beard o' his, whilk wad be 
as kenspeokle in a kilt as in a kirtle, he may pass fi>r as douce 
a Campbell, honest man, as Locheden himsel'." 
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*< My fiither went tluB morniDg to a small hnntang-lod^ 
and, haying accidentally left Lnaih behind, one of the lads 
who attended him ran back to desire that, unless my cousin 
should follow him to-morrow, — which it must be my care to 
prevent, — the dog might be sent after him in tiie momiog. 
Luckily, the messenger met Janet before arriving at the 
castle, and, after delivering his message to her, returned im- 
mediately to his master; so that, if your route, sir, dKmld 
lie in that direction, or in whatsoever direcUon your route 
may lie, — for it will be better for both of us that I should 
remain in my present ignorance, — your safe^ will be best 
assured by taking Luath, who is known to the whole country; 
and a note from myself to my fitther, which would be your 
warrant with any parties of the soldiery whom you might 
chance to meet. So soon as you shall be clear of present 
danger, set Luath free. He will speedily run home ; and his 
appearance will be a token — a most welcome tok^i — of 
your safety. Should you be taken, I rely upon your honor 
to declare my dear father's ignorance of this transaction. 
My own share in it I am ready to abide." 

Once again, and with deep emotion, he for whose sake she 
was risking so much, and who felt that she was herself fully 
conscious of the peril which she incurred, lifted her hand to 
his lips, as she stood on the ledge of rock at the entrance of 
the cave, ready to attempt the precipitous descent. 

" A poor and homeless fugitive thanks you, madam. He 
result of a more fortunate attempt may one day enable him 
to return, in his own behalf, or in that of him whom he rep- 
resents, some part of this obligation. When that time shall 

arrive, send but a leaf of this flower " And he plucked 

a lingering blossom of the wild brier that straggled into the 
cave, and presented it to her. 

Marion turned towards him, with gentle dignity. 

*< God forbid that any wild and idle words should lessen 
the readiness and satisfitction with which I tender my poor 
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aasistaiioe to an enemy in distress ! Bat, if any circamstance 
ooold diminish those feelings, it would be the finding him — 
even in this moment of eztremest wretchedness, when the 
blood of his bravest friends is flowing like water, and the 
lives of weak and helpless women are perilled bj the 
endeavor to save him from a similar fate — looking forward, 
with exalting hope, to a renewal of these scenes of agony. 
O, sir ! if yoa be, as yoar words import, of high and legiti- 
mate inflaence with him in whose name this expedition has 
been carried on, represent to him the atter desolation which 
it has broaght upon this unhappy land ! Warn him against 
incurring, for that thorny wreath, a crown, the tremendous 
responsibility of another such convulsion. Whatever be the 
abstract justice of his claim, the truest titles to a throne — 
the blessing of God, and the love of the people — rest with 
the house of Brunswick ; and he and hb gallant son will 
find a nobler greatness, a sweeter peace, in a patient acqui- 
escence in the will of Providence and tiie voice of the nation, 
tiian in efibrts which can but end in the slaughter of their 
bravest and their most fiiithful followers, and in rending 
asunder the ties of friendship and of kindred, fVom the castle 
to the hut. Save this devoted country from the recurrence 
of scenes heartrending alike to ^end and to foe, and take 
with you my prayers and my blessings ! " Blushing at her 
own earnestness, she stopped suddenly. ** I accept your 
fiower," added she, in calmer tone, **not as an emblem, — yet, 
see, the leaves are already falling! — but as a memoriaL 
Janet and Luath shall be with you as soon as they can steal 
away after nightfall. Farewell ! " 

And, attended by her faithful adherents, she stepped into 
the narrow bed formed by the waters, and slowly and cau- 
tiously gained the path beneath. 

** Strange, yet noble creature ! " muttered the fugitive to 
himself, as he stood at the entrance of the cavern, watching 
her descent '< She has not made any promise of seorecy; 
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bat one feeb iliat a wonuui IS^e that migkt be tnnted mSk 
more than life. Pfiuth ! one might odtj the EKeotor of 
Hanover and Ci^tain Archibald Oampbell neh a sobjeet and 
Bach a miBtreas. The rose was dropping, did she my? 
Flowers are but foolish emblems. There is an eagle — one of 
the same sort that hovered above the veseel aa we a|^nroached 
the Scottish shore. Tullibardine pointed it ont to me at the 
time. That were a fitter symbol ; and that sails od." And, 
catching, as ambition is wont to eatdi, at sadi angmneB, be 
watched the flight of the kingly bird, soaring upward untfl 
it was lost in the distance ; and then, cheered by the omen, 
retired into his place of refago with his osnal sangfiroU 
where, excellent, as he had himself boasted, at making a 
shift, he speedily kindled some dry sticks, by snapping the 
lock of his pistol, and setting light, by that means, to the 
stump of a tobacco-pipe, lengthened sufficiently for use by 
the insertion of a tube of oaten straw, applied himself vig- 
orously to the task of stifling ihe sense of present ennui and 
future danger, and the still more presung claims of a keen 
appetite, in the fumes of the <* fragrant weed." 

Marion, on her part, flushed and agitated, contrived to 
reach home unsuspected. She walked straight into the small 
room that she was accustomed to call her parlor,, which con- 
tained what little property a ffighland lady of that day could 
call her own ; and Miss Marion Campbeirs possessions in 
that way were the admiration of Argyleshire. 

She boasted, besides the ordinary complement of high- 
backed chairs, narrow settles, and diminutive tea-tables, a 
harpsichord, a scrutoire surmounted with glass doors, serving 
at once for writing-desk and book-case, and famished with 
the usual limited female library ; a japan cabinet, well stuflfod 
with choice china, mixed with divers curiosities, natural and 
artificial, of questionable beauty, and not remarkable for 
preservation; a glass case of gorgeous humming-birds; and a 
gilt cage, containing a reoent gift of her ooosin — a bolfinoh 
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of great tameDeaSt and each eztraordinarj aooomplishments, 
that he not odIj drew his own water in an ingenioua backet 
constructed for the purpose, but attested his loyalty by 
piping very successfully the whole of the national anthem, 
from the first bar to the last, and had completely won the old 
piper's affections by making certain indistinct and far-off 
efforts to catch the notes of the " Gathering of the Clan," as 
performed by him for a full hour every morning, walking up 
and down in firont of the hall-door. Dutch tiles decorated 
the chinmey, India paper covered the walls, aud the little 
apartment had a look of snugness and comfort hardly to 
have been expected amongst the wild hills of the north. The 
starry white jessamine, the everlasting pea, and the hardy 
purple clematis — 

- The &Tored flower 
That bean the name of rirgin'a bower "— 

were trained round the windows ; and a half glass door 
opened upon a sheltered flower-plot, bordered with thrift, and 
gay with pinks, larkspurs, sweet-williams, and garden lilies, 
intermixed with tall rose-trees and carefully-trained bushes 
of Dutdi honeysuckle, eadi almost as short and quite as 
round as a Dutch cheese ; whilst another door, on the oppo- 
site side of the room, led, by a narrow winding staircase, to 
her sleeping-chamber above. 

It was a very complete lady's apartment ; although most 
of the advantages of its insulation, and its power of egress 
from the castle without the knowledge of the other inhabit- 
ants, had hitherto been thrown away upon its fair possessor. 
She how decided that Janet and Luath should pass through 
the glass door when setting forth on their moonlight expedi- 
tion. There was, to be sure, a wall round one side of the 
little flower-garden into which it opened; whilst, on the 
other, it sank abruptly to the lake from which her father 
derived his territorial title ; but that wall was in ao precari- 
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ous a state, and Janet bo strong and active, that tiliere was 
little donbt of hor sonnotinting the difficolty. As to Lnath, 
ho would clear it at a bound. 

Sunny and cheerful was Marion*8 little parlor, with its in- 
door comforts and luxuries, and its oat-door prettiness, iti 
pleasant garden, and its sidelong peep of the cahn, dear 
waters, shut in bj sheltering hills ; and cheerfiil and snnnj 
had been the temper with which the young Scottish maiden 
— high-bom, healUiful and fair, the beloved and only daugh- 
ter of a kind and indulgent father, the betrothed bride of the 
man whom she loved best in the world — had been wont to 
return to it, to pursue her ordinary avocations, after her dailj 
ramble among the mountains or by the lake-side. 

Now her mood was changed. Anxious, uneasy, unqnietf 
the secret with which she had become acquainted — a secret 
which she felt must be imparted to no one, save her faithful 
Janet — must be held sacred at every risk — weighed upon her 
like a sin. She sat down to her scrutoire, with the doable 
purpose of depositing in one of its little recesses the half- 
fallen rose (for, with the softened feeling so natural to a 
woman, when rendering, at a great risk, a great service, she 
had already relented towards him by whom it had been pre- 
sented), and of writing the important billet, which, with 
Luath, was to form his passport ; but, harassed with doubts 
whether, in following the impulse of the moment, she had done 
right or wrong, and weighed down by the horrible ^espoIl^i- 
bility belonging to her situation, she had no sooner fold(Kl the 
flower carefully in silver paper, and cleared one of the pigeon- 
holes for its reception, than, with an irresistible movement of 
seM-pity, mingled, it may be, with a shade of self-distrust, she 
laid her head upon her hand, and burst into tears. 

Her heart somewhat relieved by that great female comfort 
and privilege, a hearty fit of crying, she lifted up her head, 
with the intention of writing her letter forthwith, and chasing 
the mibject, as much as migjit be^ from her mind, when her 
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atteation was arrosted by a packet, which ahe had dislodged 
from its place in depositing the token-flower, and which had 
unrolled itself in falling, and now lay open before her eyes. 

It was a water-color drawing, of great finish and beauty, 
executed by Helen, and r^resenting the two friends in a glen 
near the castle. Marion, richly dressed, was seated in the 
for^roond ; one little hand thrown round the neck of the 
fidthM Luath, whose honest oountenanoe, always animated 
and intelligent, was awakened into double life by the report 
of I>ungallan*8 gun, whose figure was seen further down ihe 
glen, firing at a red deer, bounding by. Helen had drawn 
herself in profile, standing behind her companion, accoutred 
in plaid and bodice, as a Highland lassie, and setting off, by 
her darker complexion and ampler garb, the delicate and 
swan-like loveliness of the young beauty of Locheden. 

Even in this pictore ihe unselfish and amiable character 
of the artist might be traced. Herself eminently handsome, 
she had cast into the shade her own graceM figure and noble 
features, and had given all her care to heighten the charms of 
her friend. 

Marion's spirits, already weakened, could not resist the 
flood of recollection that burst upon her at sight of this draw- 
ing, and of some stanzas which had served it for an envelope ; 
slight, but graceful verses, in which the poet had mingled, 
with fond praises of his sister's skill as a portrait-painter, 
very intelligent hints of his own devotion to the fair orig- 
inal. 

<< Poor Helen ! " sighed she ; " poor, poor Dungallan ! " 

The sigh was echoed from behind her, and, turning round, 
with a shock of nervous trepidation, she saw her Cousin Arch- 
ibald leaning on her chair. 

" I beg your pardon, Miss Campbell, fi)r daring to look over 
you," said he, somewhat stiffly ; " but having, after despatch- 
ing answers to communications of some consequence, sought 
you in your usual works, and receiving, u^^ mj TC^armsm^Nc^ 
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to your * whereaboat,' I was tempted, by the open door, aai 
the ught of my friend Luath, to use my old privilege of the 
erUrie^ and make my appearance in your withdrawing-room. 
Old Angus informed me that you were walking, and well ; 
Mistress Janet, on the contrary, said that you were at home, 
and indii9>oeed ; and, without intending, beUeve me, to intrude 
upon meditations which were clearly not intended to meet the 
general eye, I could not redst the temptation to inquixe pe^ 
sonally which of the two reports was correct." 

*' Both were right, to a certain point," said Marion, with 
some effort. ^' I walked out, as I generally do, after hreak- 
fiist, and returned, not ill, indeed, but less well than usuaL" 

" It pleased Mistress Janet to deny that you had been oat 
at all," persisted Archibald, dryly, eying, with no good will, 
the waiting-damsel, who had, by this time, made her way into 
the apartment, and was busying herself in collecting her lady's 
bonnet and shawL "However, to let that matter rest I 
wi^ed to warn you against rambling about unattended, at 
this particular time. Intelligence has been received that one 
of the prime leaders in this rebellion, the very chief orer 
whose portrait, conjoined with your own, I find you weeping, 
has been traced to this neighborhood." 

** Eh, sirs, Dungallan ! Guidness save him, puir chiel, £rae 
thae bloody redcoats ! " was the ejaculation of Janet 

** Wliether there be more truth in the exploded doctrine of 
sympathies than it suits the philosophers of this enlightened 
age to admit," continued Archibald, doggedly, <' or whether 
the interest which you and Mistress Janet there are pleased 
to testify in his fate, together with this mysterious walk, may 
servo to solve the enigma of his lurking about a place so 
remote from his own country, and apparently surrounded by 
enemies, remains to be determined. At all events, the coin- 
cidence is curious." 

'*M[y grateful a£botion fiur his 8ister» the dau^ter of my 
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poor mother's dearest friend, tlie frirad md instmctreBS of 
my own childhood, mi^t well accooot for any interest that I 
might take in Dungallan^s fate," said Marion, rousing herself 
as she perceived the effect which her passive dejection and 
silent acquiesoence in his suspicions was producing upon the 
jealous temper of her lover. ** If he fell a victim to these 
cruel, cruel laws, poor Helen's happiness would be ruined 
forever." 

** Sisters are convenient persons," observed Captain Camp- 
bell. ** I am unfortunate in not possessing one ; although, 
even if I were happy enou^ to boast a relation as accom- 
plished as Miss Helen Cameron, I should lack the skill to set 
off* her presents with a garnish of love-verses. I am none of 
* these same metre ballad-mongers, thank Heaven ! ' " added he, 
with increasing bitterness. " I am of Hotspur's mind, and 

* Had rather hear a braien eandlestiok turned. 
Or a dry wheel grate on the azletree ; 
And that would nothing set mj teeth on edge, 
Kothing 10 much ai mineing poetry.' *' 

" As for my walk, this morning," began Marion, desirous 
of turning the conversation, '*that — "fettered by the recol- 
lection of all that had passed in that morning's walk, and 
heart-struck by the sternness of his gaze, her voice faltered, 
and she suddenly stopped. 

" What have I done, Archibald, that you should look at 
me and speak to me bo unkindly ? " said she, after a short 
pause, turning to him, with the tears streaming down her 
cheeks, and a sweetness and earnestness of manner that won 
its way instantly to the lover's heart. He soothed and apol- 
ogized, and, before they parted to dress for dinner, a perfect 
reconciliation had taken place, and he had vowed, for the 
fiftieth time, never again to suffer a shade of jealousy to pass 
across his inind. 

Such YOWB are easily made*; but to ke^ them xequirea a 
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cooler temperament than ihat of Archibald Gmmpbell. Twentj 
times that very afternoon, was the stifled pasmon upon the 
brink of bursting forth. 

Wo must all have felt, eren although we may have been 
fortunate enough not to have a secret of life and death in our 
charge, like poor Marion, how diffionlt it is, when llie mind is 
filled with one subject, to keep up an easy and unembarrassed 
conversation upon any other ; the more especially when oar 
companion is one to whom we have been aocnstomod to confide 
eyery thought as it happened to arise. In such a situation, 
not only is our behavior embarrassed and constrained, bnt there 
is a sort of spell over our faculties, so that, in steering clear 
of the one great danger, we run foul of all sorts of minor 
perils, and say and do we hardly know what, in a Tain en- 
deavor to cover the awkwardness of our real position. 

In the present case, for instance, Marion affected an exu- 
berance of animal spirits depresring rather than exhilarating 
to the listener, and as different from her general easy dieer- 
fhlncss as the rouge of a haggard court beauty from the 
natural coloring of youth and health. She rattled on the 
harpsichord, with a rapidity which put melody quite out of 
the question, the liveliest tunes that she could recollect ; sang, 
in a voice from which her usual arch sweetness was banished 
by agitation, the gayest of her national songs ; choosing, quite 
uncousciously to herself, but in a manner which her auditor 
did not fail to remark, such airs as she had been accustomed 
to sing with Helen, and those which had been the particular 
favorites of her brother ; and when, at last, she had quite 
exhausted herself with the exertion, she rose from the harpsi- 
chord, and, taking up the apron that she was flowering, re- 
quested that ho would read to her while ^e worked, as Dun- 
gallan used to do to Helen. 

It was now the captain's turn to show that a tcte^-tcte 
between two lovers is not always so saccharine a matter as is 
erroneously supposed. 
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Torning over the newest books that ho could find amongst 
her collection, he lighted upon Richardson's great novel, then 
in course of publication, the unknown catastrophe of whidi 
excited so much curiosity and interest, not merely amidst the 
flower-bed of young ladies by whom the author was surrounded, 
but amongst some score of persons of quality, who despatched 
letter after letter (one of them — Lady Bradshaigh — even 
writing upon her knees) to ask for the reformation of the 
hero, and a happy conclusion to the story, with as earnest 
supplications, and as strong reasons to back their petition, as 
if they had been pleading for the real, actual, llfb-long felicity 
of two real, actual, living and existing human beings, — the 
strongest tribute, by the way, to the power of the book, to its 
extraordinary verisimilitude and truthfulness, ever received by 
any author. 

One of Lovelace's most characteristic letters did Captain 
Campbell address himself to read, avoidii^, with the instinct 
of a high-bred gentleman, all that could be painful to female 
delicacy, and giving to the racy wit, the eloquent sophistry, of 
that remarkable creation of Richardson's genius, all the ad- 
vantage of the most intelligent and animated elocution ; so 
that Marion's attention was excited, in spite of herself. 

"What a wretch!" exclaimed she, as he finished the 
account of one of his most teasing interviews with poor Clar- 
issa. " What a cruel, unfeeling, cold-hearted wretch ! " 

" I don't know that," replied Archibald. (Be it remem- 
bered, in vindication of my hero, that only four volumes out 
of the eight had yet been published, and that Lovelace's final 
resolution was still in suspense.) " I don't know that. The 
lady seems to me to have been quite as cold-hearted as the 
gentleman; or, rather, hearts on both sides seem to have 
been pretty much out of the question. She, justly, as you 
will say, distrusted his honor ; and he, with at least as much 
justice, doubted of her affection. The whole affair seems to 
me a game of ehess, at which — baninf^ ii2te i&nn^A^'^tA.^ 
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it is the author's basinesB to gaaid againsi — the moet akil- 
ful player will be sure to prove Notorious. All you ladiei 
exclaim * Poor Glaritsa ! ' and, if she had loved him, I ahoold 
be as ready as the best of you to echo the cry. But love is 
synonymous with confidence, and this paragon of her sex doei 
not know what the word means. If she had relied upon him ! 

— if she had trusted him ! One wonders that Biohaidson 
did not see how mudi his book would have gained in interest 
by representing Clarissa as enamored of Lovelace; but ke 
lives amongst ladies, and piques himself, it is said, upon his 
knowledge of the female heart ; and, therefore, it is not won- 
derful that he should show them as he sees them, — and as they 
are," added he, bitterly, " delighting in tormenting those that 
love them best Poor Clarissa, indeed ! rather, poor Love- 
lace ! " 

At this moment, it was some relief to Marion, whose apron 
had certainly not improved by her afternoon's labors, that 
the weather, which had been lowering all the aflemoon, now 
assumed the appearance of one of the terrific stonns of those 
mountain regions. The evening dosed in prematurely, the 
clouds gathered dark and heavy, the wind moaned in gusts 
through the dark firs, and swept across the lake, whilst quick 
flashes of sharp, rapid lightning gleamed at the edge of the 
horizon, and the growl of distant thunder proclaimed, in Nsp 
turc*s awfullest voice, the gathering of the coming tempest. 

The momentary passions of men were hushed before it. 
The lover sate contemplating, by the fitful glare of the 
lightning, the fair face of his beloved, pallid and sad £rom 
anxiety and sorrow ; and once again his heart smote him for 
his unkindness. 

" Marion, dearest Marion, do not you play the distrustful 
maiden with me, who, Heaven knows, have no desire upon 
this earth but your happiness and honor ? Be frank with me 

— confide in me, I conjure you ! I see, I know, that there is 
a secret that weighs upon your mind at this momeaL Tnist 
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it to me, and you ahall not repent your reliance. Siow me 
but what you wish, and it shall be done. My power in thia 
district is greater than you know of; my intelligence more 
accurate than you suspect Say only 'Dungalian is my 
friend*s brother, and therefore I wish to save him ; ' say even 
' DuDgallan is my own early Mend,' and he shall be saved. 
Only think me worthy of your confidence, and see how I will 
deserve it Nay, eyea — although the thought be fiital to 
my every hope of happiness — even if his danger have 
revealed to you feelings hitherto unsuspected, and if, in 
aiding his escape, I give assbtance to a fiivored rival — yet, 
for your dear sake, to spare you the misery yon would feel if 
he were taken, I swear to befriend him, at whatever peril it 
may be. I am not now on service, and there is only one of 
those unfortunate fu^tives whom it would be eternal dishonor 
for a soldier to preserve. For Dtmgallan, since your happi- 
ness seems bound up in his safety, I will not hesitate to risk 
rank, iR)rtune, life itself. Only trust me, only confide in me, 
if not as your devoted lover, yet as your nearest kinsman, 
your truest firiend ! Speak to me, I conjure you, Marion ! I 
beseech you, — speak ! " 

He hung over her a£foctionately, as he delivered, with an 
earnest truthfulness that could not be mistaken, this outburst 
of fond and disinterested love, gazing in her face as he spoke, 
and grasping, with all the fervor of passion, her cold and 
trembling hands. 

'* Will you not answer mo ? Do you disdain even to reply 
to my offer of service — my most dncere and honest offer? 
You do ! I see plainly that you do. I see and feel, too 
plainly, that you desire my absence ; and I will no longer 
intrude upon your privacy. Farewell, madam! May you 
find a truer and a more devoted heart than that which you 
have spumed firom you ! " 

And, lingering a moment on the threshold, in the hope, it 
may be, of being recalled, he left the room 
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Marion wrung her hands in bittemeas of vexatioo. Nerer 
had her heart so yearned towards the kinsman, the friend, ttu 
betrothed bridegroom, whom die had snfoed to lea^e her, 
probably forever. 

« O, that I dared to nndeceive him ! Bat, for his own 
sake, I dare not, I must not I have pledged mjraelf to this 
adventure, and I must abide the trial. May the Qod of 
mercy — who has willed that we should assist a fbllow-creat- 
ure in distress, who has gifted woman with a strength of sym- 
pathy which almost counterbalances her feebleness of body — 
may He grant that I bear it with firmness! It is a fearful 
night, Janet," continued she, addressing the faithful soubrette, 
who just now entered the apartment. ** Janet, do you fear to 
encounter the storm ? If you do, say so honestly, and I will 
go myself. I have no right to impose upon your kindness and 
fidelity a danger from which I should shrink. Tliere is little 
left, Heaven knows, that should make me cling to life. Speak 
frankly, my good girl. If your heart fails you, say so at once." 

Janet's answer was bold and confident. And, someirhat 
soothed by the fearless readiness of her confidante, her pre- 
dictions that they should succeed in their enterprise, and that 
all jealousies and suspicions would be ultimately cleared up 
(for her acuteness did not fail to detect the chief source of her 
lady's despondency), Marion sat down to write, with more 
finnness than she had expected to be able to command, the 
important billet to her father, which, in case of the fugitive 
being intercepted by the soldiers, would, she believed, from the 
respect paid to the name of one of the most loyal and most 
powerful chiefs of the powerful and loyal house of Campbell, 
prove an effectual and unquestionable passport. 

Her letter was short and simple; stating only that, as 
Captain Archibald Campbell had resolved not to join Locheden 
in his hunting expedition, she had sent Luath by the bearer ; 
that all was well at the castle ; and that, wishing good sport to 
her dear father, she hoped to see him return in a few days. 
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Armed with thia docomeiit, ind hdea with the promised 
proTiBioiis, the Tenison pasty and the whiskey (" lifted," to 
use Janet's own phrase), together with a certain pair of 
** shoon," belonging to her lover, Donald, plaid garments of 
the Campbell set, and a collar and chain for Loath, the 
faithful wuting-damself followed by the no less fiuthfbl hound, 
took'the opportunity of a lull in the storm to set forth upon 
her expedition. 

Marion aooompanied them as &r as the garden-wall, which 
Janet and her four-footed attendant cleared with somewhat 
more of difficulty than she had anticipated, and then returned 
alone to her solitary apartment, to start at every sound, and 
feel each moment, as it passed, marked by the beatings of 
hor own anxious heart 

Sadly and wearily the hours dragged along. The tempest 
had returned with ten-fold violence ; and Marion, as she 
found the noises in the castle subsiding, one by one, giving 
token that the inhabitants had retired to rest, and that she 
remained the only watcher within its walls, — whilst, over the 
pelting rain and moaning wind without, burst ever and anon 
peals of thunder, reverberating in awful grandeur amongst 
the mountains, preceded by lightning that glared with livid 
and horrible lustre through the room, — began to feci the 
pressure of a close-clinging fear, a down-weighing responsi- 
bility, as the possible fiite of her attached dependant flashed 
across her mind. If her courage should give way as she 
returned alone, and she should &11 in the darkness from the 
ledge of the rock ! If the springs on the hill-top should rise 
suddenly, and, joining the gatherings from the pouring rain, 
gosh down the channel of the winter water-course ! If she 
should be struck by the lightning ! Either of these thoughts 
was too terrible to dwell upon. 

The distant clap of a door within the mansion, followed, as 
she thought (for the dizzying boundings of her own pulses, 
the throbbings of her heart and brain, were such as to confuse 
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all oatwurd Bounds), by the Twpii fiMtotapfl of a nuui along 
the gaUeries and through the ranlted passages of the old 
building, harbingered yet another fear. If Janet should be 
pursued! If she should be intercepted ! If the stranger 
should be discovered ! She heard, or she thought she heard, 
the oastle-gate unfiistened; and, the feeling of suspense 
becoming insupportable, she rentured to open gently the door 
of her little parlor, when a rush of wind, as if from an outer 
door left open, extinguished her taper, and left her in all the 
horror that a darkness as of midnight, interrupted only by the 
now less frequent flashes of the lightning, could add to her 
former terror. 

The storm was at length abating. She found her way to 
the glass door, and opened it ; and, after an interval that 
seemed to last hours rather than minutes, she was aware of 
Luath, as he came bounding up the path, followed — could it 
bo the footsteps of two persons that she heard, advancing 
with stealthy rapidity ? A moment decided the question. 
Janet rushed fearfully in, dragging after her her, as it 
seemed, unwilling companion ; and, first careftdly locking and 
bolting the door, and barring the shutters, an operation which, 
in spite of the darkness, she performed with singular dezter- 
itj) she then contrived to thrust the stranger (for it was no 
other) up the staircase leading to Marion's sleeping apart- 
ment ; and, having locked that door also, and deposited the 
key in her pocket, began relating to her lady, in cautious 
whispers, but with her usual volubility, the causes which had 
induced her to resolve upon the bold measure of bringing him 
to the castle. 

They had boon pursued. The rain had rendered the 
descent from the cave so dangerous, and had so flooded the 
path below, that the fugitive, forgetting his own danger in 
the manly duty of protecting a female, had insisted, in spite 
of Janet's earnest remonstrances, on escorting her as far at 
least as the wall over which sho had effected her eadt from 
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the castle-gardens. The light, diielded from the action of the 
wind by an ingenionsly-contriyed lanthorn of oUed paper, by 
the aid of which he had contrived to obtain for her a safe 
footing down the &Ge of the precipice, had, she imaged, 
been observed from the upper windows of the castle. 

Certain it was, that, before they reached the spot to wUch 
the fugitive had insisted upon accompanying her, they had 
heard footsteps at some distance bdiind them, and had, as 
the clouds partially cleared away, and the moon emerged for 
a few moments, been enabled to perceive that their pursuer 
was a soldier. Janet declared her conviction that it must be 
either ** Captain Archie himseP, or the loun Donald," come 
to reclaim " the plaidie and shoon," which she had boasted, 
with so much glee, of having " lifted " from her military 
admirer, a few hours before. Some one ^m the house it 
certainly was ; for Luath had recognized him, and, giving a 
sudden jerk to the chain by which he was held, had succeeded 
in freeing himself, and bounding towards the intruder, althou^ 
he had returned to them upon hearing her voice. 

Under these circumstances, the active waiting-maid had, 
with great presence of mind, availed herself of a stunted 
pollard oak, which concealed and facilitated the passage over 
the wall to the garden, and (first dashing away the tell-tale 
light) had literally hauled up, after her, both her companions, 
each of whom had, for a wonder, as she observed, been gifted 
with sufEcient sense to submit to her guidance. 

" LI befii' that weary lanthron ! " quoth Janet ; " I telPt 
the gentleman, gin he wad stay quiet i' the cave, I 'd nae 
fear o' getting safe to the foot o' the rock. Wi' my plaidie 
rowed round me, and nane to look on, I should hae slid doun 
the path, ye ken, like a snaw-wreath at Yule. But he wadna 
be guidit. I 'm minded that he 's ane that has ta'en his ain 
gate owre lang. Weel, but ye maun hae a light ! " And off 
she ran, finding her way through the dftr^"*'^ with th^ 
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Becoriiy and ease which seems one of the many priTOeges of 
the light-hearted and the fearless. 

During her absence, a fresh perplexity oocnrred to her 
mbtress. Horses were heard galloping into the court, and a 
violent knocking at the gate was soooeeded by a parley 
between Captain Archibald and the visitors. The voice of 
one of them was, she thought, familiar to her; and, to her 
unspeakable consternation, she found that he was advancing 
with Janet towards the apartment; Janet talking at the top 
of her voice, to give notice of his approach to her lady. 

<* Oot the nicht, General ! Na, indeed, hae we not, except 
indeed to ca' Luath, poor hound, who 's aye ganging forth in 
the rain. Sae my leddy and I we got a wee wet, and the 
wind put out the taper, and sae — " 

Whilst Janet thus " followed her instinct as a lady's maid, 
and lied," her companion, Gkneral Campbell, closely followed 
by Archibald, stepped forward into the room, where Marion 
sate trembling with anxiety and appr^ension. 

*' I intrude upon you only for an instant, my fair cousiD, 
late as is the hour and indisposed as I regret to see you are, 
merely to announce to you that I shall, to-morrow, early, be 
obliged to steal away your visitor, whose presence is required 
in Edinburgh, to meet his brother, and Lord and Lady Bel- 
lasis, and their pretty daughter Lady Betty. Give my com- 
pliments to Locheden, and tell him we have accounts of the 
rebel chief, Dungallan, one of the ringleaders, having ven- 
tured into Argyle's country. Tell him that we have taken 
care of the land-passes, and that we shall borrow the castle- 
boat in the morning, to despatch a messenger across the loch. 
And now, good-night. Go to bed, my dear, and refre^ your 
roses. I don't like those pale cheeks." And, with a kind 
pressure of the hand, the good General quitted the apartment 
Archibald lingered behind. 

" You hear that Dungallan — that this fevored/n^ii, I pre- 
mune you call him — haa been tt^c^ mta thia neighborhood, 
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that he is even supposed to be upon this estate. Why do I 
speak of reports and sappositionSy^when I know that he is 
here ? " added Captain Campbell, impressiTelj. 

" You are mistaken ! Indeed jou are mistaken ! " rejoined 
his ooosin. 

<* Mistaken ! — when I saw him entor the garden this very 
night ! — when I can traok his footsteps aoroas this room ! — 
when here is his glove dropped upon the floor ! dropped at 
the very door which leads to your beddiamber, and to your 
bedchamber only ! " cried he, bitterly, flinging from him with 
violence the glove iriiioh he had picked np. " The rebel is 
here, and I know not what weakness hinders me from doing 
my duty as an officer in the lung's service, and delivering 
him up at once to the general." 

<* Do as seems best to you, Captain Campbell," said Marion, 
faintly. '* My life, and far more than my life, my reputation, 
are in your power. Deal with me as you will." 

" Nay, madam, your safety, and the honor of my kinsman's 
house, must ever be sacred in my eyes. Unkindly, cruelly as 
you have treated me, I cannot forget what we once were to 
each other. I warn you, however, that escape is impossible. 
You will live to repent this night's work. Farewell forever ! " 
And, without even a parting glance, he hurried out of the 
room. 

" Ye arc mair like to repent this nicht's wark yersel, Cap- 
tain," observed Janet, quietly, as she bolted the door after 
him, and addressed herself to the double task of comforting 
her lady and releasing the prisoner. '*Oin the land-passes 
be waylaid, we maun try the loch. I '11 gie a gay guess that 
the castle boatie '11 be missin' the mom." 

And so it was managed. In less than two hours, the 
stranger, accompanied by Luath, was rowing across the lodbi ; 
whilst, at daybreak the next morning, Qeneral Campbell and 
Archibald took their departure for Edinburgh. 

Time dragged heavUy on. Lua^ YiaA x^XjarM^^'^^KTi "»^ 
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tiaTel-Btained, widiout either his absence or his mirinJ 
excited any gaspioion in the oasde. Nothing had been had 
of the letter ; and Marion had the satisfaction of belief]]^ 
that the sacrifice of her happiness had not been made in nii, 
that she had at least succeeded in rosooing the object of her 
compassion. 

Locheden had, upon his return, found his daughter sick aad 
drooping ; and, as days lengthened into weeks, and weds into 
months, and left the prolonged absence of her lover unex- 
plained, the old chief began to diafe with anger and imp&- 
tienoe. 

He had heartily approved of a match which would unite 
his only child to the heir-male to whom, in de&ult of a eon, 
his own estate would descend, and who, besides his personal 
good gifts, and his high reputation for gallantry and militaiy 
skill, inherited, in right of his English mother, a property which 
might be reckoned enormous for a Ilighlander in those days ; 
but this neglect of one whom he regarded as tho very apple of 
his eye awakened all the irritability of his nature, and his fierce 
displeasure added ten-fold, as that particular way of proving 
afiection commonly does add, to tho distress of her by whoeo 
injuries, real or supposed, his wrath had been originally 
excited. 

Affairs were in this position, when, one fine morning in 
October, despatches arrived from General Campbell, calcu- 
lated to increase, if that were possible, the previous exas- 
peration. After announcing his intention to visit Locheden, 
almost as soon as his letter could reach them, accompanied by 
their young kinsmen (Captain Archibald's next brother, John, 
being an officer in his own regiment), he proceeded to say : 

" You will have heard, I am sure, with great pleasure (for 
I take for granted that the bridegroom elect has apprised jou 
of his good fortune), of our gallant cousin's intended marriage 
with Lady Betty Bellasis, the English heiress and beauty, 
who has made so great a sensation in Edinburgh ♦hia summer. 
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There have been difficnllies, of course, upon the score of for- 
tune and country, with the earl and countess, but love has 
conquered them all ; and the chief object of our journey to 
Locheden is to consult you, the kinsman, guardian and friend, 
to whom both these young men are so deeply indebted, upon 
the arrangements, as to residence and settlements, which this 
happy event will render necessaiy. The bridegroom elect is, 
in every way, a lucky fellow. In addition to her fortune and 
her beauty, la future is as charming a creature as one shall 
see on a summer's day, — a fit companion for your sweet 
Marion, my pet and &vorite. Heaven send them happy 
together ! " 

" A Lowlander ! an Englishwoman ! an heiress ! — fortune- 
hunter ! rascal ! scoundrel, that he is ! " exclaimed the old 
chieftain, throwing from him the unlucky letter, and striding 
up and down the hall, in breathless wrath. " And the doited 
idiot of a general, to even her with my Marion, — the Sas- 
senach doll ! Let them take care how they speak of my 
daughter ! Old as I am, the blood of M'Callamore runs as 
red in my veins as in theirs. Only let them dare to lightly 

?ier " And the very excess and fierceness of his anger 

took away the power of expression. 

Marion listened tremblingly, delaying till calmer moments 
any attempts to soothe and expostulate. 

<* Coming, are they ? " burst forth the enraged father. 
" Coming ! — ay, by Heaven ! " continued he, catching a 
glimpse of a party of horsemen approaching the castle, — 
<< here they come. And they think to find entrance, do 
they ? " added he, bitterly. " They come to take account of 
our accommodations, that they may bring their braw young 
bride to insult over the old man and his daughter ! Let them 
wait until I be dead. Not a foot shall that villain set in 
Locheden, until he walks over my corpse ! Angus ! Dun- 
can! Where are the loons loitering? See that the gates 
be barred ! Lot none enter ! " • 
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"Stay, I implore yoa, I conjure you, mj dearest ikther! 
For my peaoe and happiness, for the honor and dignity of 
your daughter and your house, refrain from this violeooe! 
Give entrance to them all. Beceive them as osaaL I aik 
you, in the name of maiden pride, of maiden modesty, to re- 
strain all demonstrations of anger. Let him not imagine, let 

him not suspect Qod knows how sincerely I wish hiiii 

happy ! " cried Marion. " Give them admittance, I eihort 
you, I entreat you ! Lot them see no difierence ! Sorelj, 
you will not vex and grieve your poor duld. Yield to me in 
this, I implore you, dearest father ! " And she threw her 
arms round his neck, leaned her head on his ahoolder, and 
wept. 

He kissed her wiih the fondest affection. << You are an 
angel, my darling, and shall have your own way in every- 
thing. Compare an English moppet with my noble Marion ! 
The scoundrel will be miserable, — that 's my comfort. His 
father married a Lowlander for the sake of the siller, a peev- 
ish Southron dame, that worried the life fairly out of him, — 
and 80 will this groat leddie. We are weel rid o* the loon. 
Dungallan, puir laddie, 's worth twenty of him. He 's won 
safe to France, ye ken, to his sister ; and, gin we can save 
the estate from the clutches of thae Englishcrs — " said the old 
chieftain, losing his English as he lost his temper, and check- 
ing himself as he perceived the effect his hint produced upon 
his daughter. " Well ! weel ! We '11 no talk of that the now. 
You shall see how civil I '11 be to the villain. I '11 no con- 
descend to be angry. I '11 take a lesson out of his ain book, 
and be as fause and fair as himsel'. Here the rascal comes. 
You shall see how doucely I '11 behave. Hi, now, that sic a 
perjured traitor should look so like an honest man ! " 

That Locheden fully intended his behavior to be as false 
and fair as he believed his kinsman, there is no manner of 
doubt. But the inveterate truthfulness of three-score years 
was too much for his new resolution. He did not, it b true, 
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bar his gates against his yisitors, nor kick them out of doors, 
being entered. Bat he drew baok haughtily from their prof- 
fared hands, with a look as fierce and wild as one of his own 
mountain eagles, and eyed Archibald, in particular, as if he 
had a mind to knock him down. General Campbell, a kind 
and acute person, and a man of the world, saw, at a glance, 
that something was amiss, and, determining not to enter upon 
family matters until the aspect of affairs should be somewhat 
cleared, began, after an affectionate expression of regret at 
Marion's -pale cheeks, to talk over the news of the day. 

•* You have heard the grand pieoe of intelligence, I pre- 
sume, Locheden, that this foolish young man, the Pretender, 
who has occasioned us so much trouble in chasing him up and 
down the country, has given us the slip at last, and got clear 
off to France. The thing is really so. Besides the accounts 
in the public papers, which are sufficiently precise and par- 
ticular, I have a letter myself from a French friend, the 
Comte de Clermont, who actually saw him land. Why, hey- 
day ! my pretty Marion," quoth the good general, observing 
the involuntary clasping of her hands, and the sudden rush 
of blood that colored her &ir face to the brow, as she listened 
to his words with breathless interest, — " what should there 
be in this news to make you brighten up on a sudden ? You 
are no damsel of the White Hose, I hope? No Flora 
M*Donald exploits here ? Eh, Locheden ? " And he turned 
to relate to the chief all that was then known of the escape 
of Charles Edward ; whilst Archibald, to whom her emotion 
was as a fladi of light that showed him the whole thing at a 
glance, advanced to his fair cousin. 

" He, then, and not Dungallan, was the stranger at the 
oave ? Charles Edward, the Pretender, the Chevalier, the 
Prince ? " 

'* Nay, give him what title you will. I am no damsel of 
the White Eose, as the general calls it ; although I risked 
maahf — 8y,and would risk much again,— to preserve a fugi- 
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tive in peril of hiB Hfe, thrown, under mioh eztraorSnuy 
oircomstanoeB, upon mj poor resouroes fi>r proteotioB aid 

assistance." 

" Bat, why not intrust me with tlie seeret ? Whyoeeaan 

00 much unnecessary pain, — certainly to me, — may I not 

say to both of US?" 

<<^To have trusted yon, Captain Oampbell, an offieer m fte 
service of the King of England, with snoh a secret as tbt, 
however the confidence might have rdieved and comforted 
myself, would have been to endanger your professional npo- 
tatioD, yoor honor, perhaps even your Hfe, No, I camioi 
think that I was wrong ! The more eqtecially,'' added die, 
in a lower voice, and with peooliar sweetness and gentleoes 
of manner, — " the more especially, as the transient p&io 
must have been long forgotten in your late and present 
happiness. Heaven knows, I congratulate you most sin- 
cerely." 

*< Happiness ! — congratulate ! " echoed Captain Campbell, 
in unfeigned astonishment. 

" JMarion, my dow ! " said her father, striding rapidly 
across the room, — "I have done a great injustice. It 's no 
our friend here, but Johnny, his brother, that 's about to 
marry Lady Betty, who seems to be a fine, spunky lassie, for 
all she has the ill-luck to be an Englisher. Archie, my lad, 

1 crave your pardon for thinking you oould be such a vil- 
lain ! " And the old chief and the young soldier shook hands, 
with hearty affection and good-will. 

'* There has been a small mistake on both sides, as it 
seems," observed Geoeral Campbell, joining the little group ; 
" but matters are clearing up now, to judge fh)m the gentle- 
man's smiles and the lady's blushes ; and, if I be permitted 
to advise, the best way to prevent a recurrence of doubts and 
misgivings would be to have both the weddings on the same 
day. What say you. Mistress Janet ? " For that faithful 
dependant, very anxious upon her lady's account, and it may 
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be a little inqnintiye upon her own, had oontrived, on some 
pretence or other, to edge herself into the room. ** What 
Bay you ? " 

*< I gie my consent," responded Janet ; " barring jealousy 
and a' sic nonsense, for the time to come. The captain and 
the loon Donald baith ken that I forewarned them what yon 
nidit's wark would come to. But ye men-folk are aye rash 
and headstrong, — ye canna help y onrselTes, — it 's bom wi' 
ye; and we women are saft and complying — that's our 
nature ; sae, sin' ye hae repentit, we maun e'en forgie ye,** 
quoth Janet, *< an' tak ye for better for worse." 

And so it was settled. 

22 



THE WAGER. 

** Gone to bo mAixled ! Ckno to nrMr m pOMo ! *' 



<* Lelt OB liquid rosei flootiag ! 

So floftts yon foun o*or pink ehimpagng. 
Fain wonld I join sooh plsuuit botttiog. 
And prove that mbj main. 
And float away on wine I 

« Thote seas are dangerons (graybeardi iwoar) 
Whose eea-beaoh ii the goblet's brim ! 
And tme it is ihey drown old Care,— 
Bat what oare we for him. 
So we but float on wine I / 

<< And tme it is they cross in pain 
, Who sober cross the Stygian ferry ; 

But only make oar Styz champagne. 
And we shall cross right merry. 
Floating away on wine. 

« Old Charon's self shall make him mellow. 
Then gayly row his boat from shore ; 
Wbilo we, and every jovial fellow. 
Hear anoonoemed the oar 
That dips iUelf in wine ! *' • 

*I was originally indebted for this Anaoreontio — almost an im- 
promptu — to a friend whom I am proad to name, Mr. Kenyon ; and, 
althoagh it has since been printed in a collection of his own poems, I 
oannot find in my heart to play my readers false by snbstitBting an 
inferior song of my own. 
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*< So you really wrote this, Oioyanni ? " said the young and 
pretty Beatrice Alberti, as she sat on a terrace of ber 
brother's villa, overlooking the Yal d'Amo. " Sing it to me. 
I want to hear it in your own voice. Can Antonio play the 
air?" 

And the little page ran rapidly over the notes, and then 
accompanied the centers rich, mellow baritone voice, in a 
melody as rich and flowing as the verses. Both the singbg 
and the playing were iiill of right Italian taste ; and the fair 
Florentine, charmed with both the words and the air, was 
evidently not a little proud of her gay and gallant brother, 
whose talent as a poet she had never even suspected. 

" Well," said Giovanni, when he had concluded, ** will this 
do, Beatrice ? " Will that Anacreontic win me the laurel- 
wreath to-night at the Palazzo Riccardi, think you? " 

Beatrice started from her seat in astonishment. 

" You go to the Palazzo Riccardi ! You contend for the 
laurel-crown ! You, Giovanni Alberti, who, since you were 
the height of Antonio there, have done nothing but lau^ at 
that old prScieuse, the marchesa, with her pedants and her 
poets, and all the trumpery of all the Delia Cruscans trans- 
ported into a lady's saloon ! You are making a fool of me, 
)>rother ! You can never mean it ! " 

A <* I am perfectly in earnest, I assure you," replied the 
conte, looking, or rather trying to look, as grave as an habitu- 
ally joyous and hilarious temperament would permit. "I 
have repented of my sins of scoffing and mockery, and mean 
to make that venerable priestess of the Muses all possible 
amends by enacting the part of her Monsieur Trissoten, her 
homme d'esprit." 

" With this great law-suit pending, too ! A suit which, if you 
gain it, will leave that sweet-looking creature, her daughter 
(every one speaks so well of that pretty, gentle Bianca), little 
better than a beggar ! Why, it would be like the story of 
one of the Montecchi in the house of the Capuletti in times 
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of old. Think of that dismal tragedy ! And, then, our ondei 
the cardinal, — what would he say ? Think of him ! " 

** There are no tragedies now-a-daya, Beatrioe, — at least 
none of the Romeo and Giulietta description ; they have left 
off happening : and as to our dearly-beloyed unde, he is a 
man of peace, and also • — with reverence be it spoken — a man 
of contrivance. Leave his eminence to me. Go I shall; 
and I '11 wager the antique gem that you were wishing for the 
other day, — do you remember ? — the Psyche, — against your 
doves, that I bring home the priae. I see," continued he, 
gayly, " that you think my verses are too good to please that 
fiintastical assembly ; and, perhaps, you are right. But, good 
or bad, they will answer my purpose ; and you shall conftss 
yourself that my wager is won." So saying, the light-hearted 
cavalier nodded to his sister, and departed, carolling, as he 
went, the refrain of his own song, ** Floating away on wine." 

Five minutes saw him prancing on his mettled barb, a 
fiery roan, whose gay curvets and sudden bounds showed to 
great advantage his noble owner's horsemanship ; for the 
young Conte Alberti was by common reputation, as well 
as in the estimate of his fond sister, reckoned amongst the most 
accomplished cavaliers of Florence ; and a very short space of 
time found him passing through the Lung 'Amo, on his way to 
his splendid home in the Piazza del Oranduca, regarding with 
the indifference of an accustomed eye and a preoccupied mind 
the spacious yet tranquil town, whose size compared with its 
population, and whoso fortified palaoes, are so striking to 
strangers ; as well as the magnificent groups in bronze and 
marble, mere copies of which enrich the museums of other 
nations, whilst the originals are the fiuniliar and out-door 
treasures of the city of the MedicL 

Little thought our friend Giovanni, passing them at full 
iBpeed on his full-blooded barb, of palace or of statue ; and as 
little, some few hours after, when pacing in the twilight the 
cbnroh of Santa Croce, did he heed, even while looking them 
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ia the face, ihe nummneniB of Galileo, of MaohiaTelH, or of 
him who wore 80 nobly the triple crown of art — the soolptor, 
painter, architect, Michael Angdo BoonazottL His thoo^ts 
were on other matters. 

*<Aj, there is the good father safe enou^ until he be 
wanted, I warrant him,*' cried he, gadng complacently upon a 
round, rosy, good-humored brother of the order of St Francis, 
drowsily ensconced beside a dimly-lifted shrine. **Per 
Bacco ! the Monte Pulciano hath done its good office. Look, 
if ho have not fallen asleep over his beads ! A comfi)rtable 
nap to thee, Father Paolo ! Stay there till I come to rouse 
tiiee ! " And off danced the mercurial conte, murmuring his 
old burden, *< Floating away, floating away, floating away on 
wine ! " 

A blue-stocking party loses nothing of its proyerbial dul- 
ness in the marble halls of Italy ; and the assembly gathered 
together in the mardiesa's magnificent saloon — that is 
to say, that veiy important part of such an assembly, ihe 
listeners — were roused from a state of drowsihood scarcely 
inferior to that of Father Paolo by the unexpected entrance 
of the young heir of the Alberti in the palace of the Bio- 
cardi. 

It was a most animating sensation. The appearance of a 
Montagu amongst the festivities of the Capulets was nothing to 
it. The commerce of flattery (for the important business of the 
evening had not yet begun) suddenly ceased ; and the found- 
ress of these classical amusements, a fade and fiided lady, 
emulous of her of the golden violet, who sat on a fauteuil, 
slightly elevated, with the laurel-wreath, on its crimson velvet 
cushion, laid upon a small table of rich mosaic, before her, and 
two starched and withered dames of the noble houses of 
Mozzi and Gerini at her side, stopped short in the middle of 
a compliment, with which, as in duty bound, she was repay- 
ing the adulation of one of the competitors for the prize, and 



started, between horror and astonidunent, aa if die had been 
eonfronted by an apparition. 

Our modem Borneo, however, waa not a man to be domb- 
fonnded bj the amaxement of a great lady, or awe-etricken bj 
her displeasure. He advanced with a mixture of gayoty and 
gallantly, an UBored yet winning grace, which for the mo- 
ment, at least, the stately marchesa found irresdstible, and, 
professing himself an humble aspirant at the court of the 
Muses, come to do homage to their fiiir representative, took 
his station at the back of her chidr, and listened with smiling 
attention to the competitors fbr the wreath. 

It was, perhaps, the very worst period of Italian literatore ; 
before Alfieri had come in his might to renew the old strength 
and power of the sweetest of modem languages ; and when 
the versifiers of the day, '* the word-catchers, who lived on 
syllablcjt," confined themselves to mere verbal quiddities, and 
the most feeble and trivial imitationa of the worst parts — the 
only parts that such numics can hope to catdi — of the great 
poets of a preceding age. 

Signor Kicci, a lean, yellow, shrivelled anatomy, began the 
recitations with squeaking forth a canxone to Angiolina, all 
bristling with concetti, after the manner, as he was pleased to 
say, of Petrarch ; and was followed by a wild, sallow pseudo- 
enthusiast, who declaimed, with astounding vociferation and 
gesticulation, an unfinished and seemingly interminable dream, 
in the involved and difficult triple rhyme which, beauty and 
sublimity apart, was, in the matter of obscurity, pretty truly 
what it professed to be — a fragment in imitation of Dante. 

For <* flickering lights to no ono foeni brought. 
And mirage mists still baffling thirsty thought. 
And nightmare fkatasies from drowsy grot. 
And lar similitudes that liken not." 

RJkymed Pita for Tolerance, 

Signer Puzzi beat Signor Ricci all to nothing. And, 
aooordingly, he gratified to the hi^est point the bad taste of 
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thifl coterie of Italuui prScieiaes ; and in the midst of tappingi 
of fans and munniira of admiration of this grand efiEbrt of their 
chosen bard, the Monsieur Trisaotin of Florence, onr friend 
Giovanni genilj stole off to a qniet comer, near the door, 
where sat a sweet-looking little maiden, whose black eyes 
sparkled with innocent pleasore, and whose rosy lips curled 
into irrepressible smiles, at his approach. She made room for 
him beside her, with a natural simplicity and artlessness that 
formed a strange contrast ?rith the aflfeotation and fnmauderie 
of the rest of the assembly. 

" So, you are a poet, Conte Albert! ? " said she, in a low 
Yoice. 

" To be sure I am,'* replied he, gayly ; " anything that will 
bring me to you." 

" Beally a poet ? " asked the lady. 

** Why, that is putting my modesty to a yeiy severe test," 
said the gentleman. ** Really a poet ? Who may dare answer 
that question in the affirmative ? Judge for yourself. Come 
out into the porch, and Antonio shall bring his guitar, and 
1 11 sing the words to his accompaniment. You have heard 
such a serenade befi)re. Don't you remember our old signal ? 

* Tho moon is abroad in hor glory to-night, 
'Mid the deep bine tikj and the cloudlets white ; 
Gayly her beams pierce the Tine's trellised shade ; 
Softly they sleep on the long colonnade ; 
Calm her path in the hearens, though the bright orb below 
Still trembles and heayes to the dark rirer's flow. 

All lorely things are around us to-night ; 

The rose with her perAime, the moon with her light ; ' 

and so forth. This song is worth a thousand of that. To be 
sure," added he, laughing, " that is not saying much for it. 
But these stanzas are really good. Only come, and hear." 

" You '11 win the prize, then ? " 

" I have laid a wager with Beatrice thaAi 1 ckccs >3Ba\Mfc 
borne to her, in spite of them all ; and it Vi3l\\>^ l^w^t W^>S. 



I lose. Only oome oat into the porch ; I can*t ting hoe. 
Besides, I hsTo something importftot to say to yon. I wint 
yoa to help me to* get rid of oar wenry law-miit. Woold not 
yoa like to pot an end to this nnnatoral sfrife, ajid Hve with 
Bestrioe is a sister and friend ? " 

M Ay, from the bottom of my heart woold I, Omte Al- 
berti ! " sud Bianca, daspii^ her hands fervently. " From 
the Teiy bottom of my heart ! And with yoa, too," added 
die, with great ampHcity. 

^ Gome with me now, then, and I will diow yoa how it may 
be managed. I beseech you, come ! " 

** O, Gioranni, I cannot ; I most not ! We shall be missed. 
See, Signer Poxd has finished, and they are going to call for 
year poem.** 

*< Heaven forfend ! " cried GiovannL <* No ! the danger *9 
past. Young Caroli is going to declaim a drama d Vimprdft- 
vista. What sabject do they give him ? The Judgment of 
Solomon, by Jove ! The Judgment of Solomon ! ! ! Now wiU 
he turn the marchesa into the Queen of Shd[)a, and go flatter^ 
ing on for two good hours, at the very least They are 
safe enough now. Come, fidrest Bianca ! Dearest Bianca, 
ocmie!" 



" Well, Beatrice," said Giovanni, as he led his pretty wife 
to his delighted sister, "is not my wager fairly won ? Hie 
cardinal suggested this catastrophe to our story ; not, indeed, 
the means. Cospetto ! they would never have entered his 
eminence's brains ; but he said, a year or two ago, — that is 
to say, he intimated, — that, if the heir-male on one side mar- 
ried the heiress on the other, he, the aforesaid heir-male, 
would have nobody to go to law with but himself. I had not 
then seen my little Bianca, and therefore I turned a deaf ear 
to his hints. But, afler I had seen her and loved her, the 
charmer ! — why, then, if it had been nfiQe8sarY> to gain ad- 
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mittance, that I should have constmcted as vile a canzone as 
Signor Rioci, and have dreamed as detestable a dream as 
Signor Pnzzi, and dramatised the Judgment of Solomon into 
the bargain, I 'd ttkTe done it We have sent a dutiful billet 
to the marchesa, and I have no doubt but, for joy at getting 
rid of the law-suit, and out of compliment to my poetical 
genius, she will behave like a reasonable woman, — the more 
especially as what is done cannot be undone, and all the anger 
in the world will not mend it So now, my fairest Beatrice, 
you have nothing to do but to set her the good example of 
bearing misfortune with philosophy, and pay me my wager. 
The doves ! signora, the doves ! " 



THE LOST PEARL. 

** The gor^oQf East, with riohdft hand. 
Showers on her kings barbuio pearl and gold.** 

MiXAOir. 

It was somewhere in the last qaarter of the last oentuiy, 
that Charles Pemberton, the yoanger son of an ancient bat 
impoverished family, having committed the old-fashioned follj 
of marrying a yoang lady for no better qualifications thin 
beauty, sense and goodness, without regard to those worldly 
considerations which modem prudence deems indispensable, 
esteemed himself most fortonate to inherit, throng the b^ 
quest of a distant relative, a small estate in the island of 
Ceylon; and to obtain a commission in a Dutch regiment 
serving in that colony, in which, in the course of fourteen or 
fifteen years, he attained the rank of lieutenant-colonel. 

Living chiefly upon his own property, about a mile from 
the beautiful village of Negumbo, amongst some of the finest 
scenery of Ceylon (which the inhabitants imagine to have been 
the abode of our first parents, the paradise of the old world) ; 
enjoying an elegant competence, and all-sufficient to each 
other. Colonel and Mrs. Pemberton would have considered 
themselves blessed beyond the ordinary lot of humanity, in 
spite of their banishment from the country they loved so 
dearly, and the society they were so well calculated to adorn, 
but for the great evil of Eastern climates, the successive deaths 
of several promising children. Five fine boys and girls had 
they followed to the grave ; and the only one who now re- 
mained to them was theVc \\\AX<^ »cm.N7*'^\«iSi^ ^ <Sc^M. x^mK&i' 
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able for his affectionate temper, his intelligence, and his 
beauty ; upon whom both parents doted, — more particularly, 
perhaps, his mother, whose own health had been considerably 
injured by ike repested trials whidi her maternal feelings had 
undergone. 

No tutor had been provided for Willy, whom they intended 
hereafter to send to England for his education. Meanwhile 
his father acted as his instructor, when at home in the inter- 
vals of duty, whilst Mrs. Pemberton supplied his place in his 
absence ; but the active, lively boy was much about in the 
cinnamon plantation (just then b^inning to be cultivated by 
the few British residents on the island), which were superin- 
tended by a Cingalese, called Yinna, a man of remarkable 
quickness and much apparent fidelity ; whilst on longer excur- 
sions he was put in charge of a superior domestic servant, a 
Malay of the name of Gatura, who, by his pliancy of manner, 
and powers of amusement, had greatly ingratiated himself 
with his young master. 

So implicit was the colonePs confidence in tiiese dependants, 
especially in Yinna, — for there was an occasional expression in 
the dark eye of the Malay which recalled to recollection the 
vindictiveness of his race, — but such was his reliance upon 
Yinna's integrity and care, that it came upon him like no 
common shock, to find, having contracted for the sale of some 
essential oil of cinnamon (extracted from such fragments as 
happen to be broken off in packing up the bales), and having 
seen it actually measured and ready for delivery, that half a 
dozen bottles of this valuable oil, which sometijnes sells as 
high as ten pounds British a pint, were missing ; and that, 
upon subjecting all concerned to an examination, two of the 
very peculiar bottles in which the oil had been contained 
were found in a comer of Yinna*s hut, behind the earthen 
vessels used for cooking rice ; whilst another was hidden be- 
tween the brass basin and the pestle and mortar, where the 
spices are pounded, upon the bencbi 'w\iiQ\i iwxwwiAsA. ^^ 
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apartment, and formed, wiUi the artidefl which we have eoo- 
mcrated, nearly the whole of its umple fomitare. Hie bottles 
were not morelj distinguifihablo by their fabric and flhi{te; 
but the strong aroma of the procioos commodity, and evea » 
few drops left in the bottom, proved that they had been 
secretly and hastily emptied of their contents; and thit 
Vinna, the trusted superintendent of this valuable mami&o- 
tory, was himself the thie£ 

After one simple but earnest denial of the charge, — a de- 
mal to which his master made no other reply than pointing 
to the concealed bottles, — the delinquent attempted no fuither 
defence, but resigned himself tranquilly to whatever ponifilh 
ment the laws might decree, llxat extremity was, however, 
averted by the intercession of Willy, whose urgent entreatj 
for pardon for his friend was so &r complied with, that ColoDd 
Pemberton contented himself with dismissing the fiivorite 
servant, who had set so flagrant an example of dishonesty to 
the laborers under his charge. 

« llcmembcr," said his master, impresmvely, when paying 
the wages due to him and discharging him from his service, 
« remember that I have abstained firom punishing you at the 
earnest solicitations of this child ; but that, if ever yon again 
come before me for any act of theft or fraud, the chastisement 
will be exemplary." Yinna listened in silent submissioD, 
kissed the skirt of Willy's garment, and departed. 

For a while the boy missed his kind and pleasant face in 
the cinnamon plantations and about the home-grounds ; but 
the griefs of childhood are enviably brief, and he had nearly 
forgotten his old playfellow, when he was thrown unexpectedly 
in his way, many months afterwards, in a visit paid by him- 
self and his father, attended by Gatnra, to the pearl-fishery at 
Condatchy. 

A gay and pleasant scene was this pearl-fishery. Thou- 
sands of persons, of all colors and nations, in tho picturesque 
costumes of the East, from the rich travelling-merchant who 



68 ihe great jewellen of oar Emopeaii cities, to ihe poor- 
ihe GiDgalese women and ohildxen, who hoYer around 
3ves, and pore for dajB over the heaps of sand which 
been thrown aside, in the hopes of lighting upon the 
St seedling pearl, crowd the streets of the temporary 
at other times a mere fishing-yillage), washing, sifting, 
, drilling, sqoabbling and bargaining, in every variety 
lect and jargon ; all intent upon the beautiibl luzniy 
3d to add a costlier splendor to the mooaroh's crown, or 
r charm to the brow of beauty. 
ly was delighted; all the more delisted that he met 
1 friend Yinna, and that Yimm had been singnlarly 
reus. A speculating merchant had not only engaged 
on his own account, but had employed persons to ex- 
the sand that had been thrown by after passbg, or be- 
pposcd to pass, through the sieves. Yinna had been 
ite enough to discover, in a portion which must have 
pilled before being subjected to that process, a pear- 
l pearl of such size and beauty as had not hem found 
coast of Ceylon within the memory of the oldest trader 
ted with the fishery. An agent of the King of Candy, 
ly despatched by his royal master for the purpose of 
ng such a jewel, to gratify a fancy expressed by his 
e wife, who wanted such an one to complete a set of 
mts, was at that moment treating for it with his em- 
Yinna ran to procure it to show to the boy, and 
it on a crimson shawl to display the shape and color to 
st advantage. At Willy's entreaty. Colonel Pember- 
advanced to admire the treasure, attended by Ghitu- 
3 had accompanied them to Condatchy ; and a little 
of merchants and natives gathered round the place, 
ng upon its merits, marvelling at Yinna's good fortune, 
ier, the extraordinary luck of his employer, and won- 
how, by any d^ree of carelessness, a pearl of sodi 
ode could have escaped ficom the msvea. 
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Whilst Uieae aanstants, in the heat of their d^flonnoo, 
Btood divided into Beperate groaps» and Colonel PenibertOB,st 
Willy's entreaty, was speaking with a grave and measund 
kindness to Vinna, his employer and the agent of the K»" g 
of Candy, haying concluded their haigun, letomed for ^ 
pearl. They applied to Yinna, who motioned to the shavl, 
which he had doponited on the top of a high oovered baskflt 
dose behind him. The basket was there, and the shawl; but 
the pearl was gone ! The consternation was general. Vinn 
wrung his hands in agony ; the buyer and seller of the pre- 
cious commodity were in equal dismay. Ereiy man looked 
suspiciously on his fellow. Some disclaimed, some accmed. 
Gatura, who had stood nearest the basket upon which the valu- 
able jewel had been so unhappily left, insisted so vehementlj 
upon being searched, that, rather to pacify him and rid them- 
selves of his clamor, than from any positive mistrust, his drea 
and person were, as he desired, subjected to a very rigozoos 
examination — nothing, of course, being found that oould im- 
plicate him any way in the delinquency. 

In the mean time, the less successful adventurers, who had 
before been loud in the expressions of their astonishment that 
such a pearl could be found in such a manner, began to gather 
round Colonel Pemberton, to examine into the character which 
Yinna, whom they understood, from what had passed between 
them, to have been heretofore employed by him, had borne 
while in his service. The agent of the King of Candy, the 
purchaser of the pearl, and the speculator who had sold it, 
also approached with the same view. Willy, who, child as 
he was, saw the turn that matters were about to take, seixed 
the opportunity to steal towards his friend. 

" Go, Yinna— go ! » said WiUy ; and, with a sudden start, 
and a momentary pause, Yinna obeyed tho injunction. He 
disappeared among the crowd, and, by the tune that the ques- 
tions of those interested had extracted from Colonel Pember- 
t(m the cause of his diamiasaU and that two or threa of tlu» 
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most detennined called oat to anest him» he had made sodi 
good use of hiB time as completely to baflle every effort of his 
pnnraers. His flight, Trhilat it aaved him from almost ineyi- 
tahle punishment, produced upon everybody, except Willy, 
who did battle manfully in his bdialf, the most complete con- 
viction of his goilt It seemed as certain that he had stolen 
the pearl, — perhaps, that he had twice stolen it, — as that 
he had stolen the oil of cinnamon. No one believed in the 
possibility of his innocence, except oar friend Willy. • 

The fkther and son retamed to Negombo ; and, in a little 
while, the colonel was called away on service, and, Mrs. Pem- 
berton being in delicate health, Willy was left much to the 
care of Gktara, who ^red no pains in his endeavor to win 
the favor of the lively and spirited boy. He constrocted a 
pad on which to take him befi)re him on a blood horse be- 
longing to the colonel, and carried him every day upon some 
excursion to the cocoa-groves (or topes) or the dreaiy forests 
which surrounded their habitation. One day he took him to 
see the manner in which wild elephants are caught, and Willy 
was delighted with the sagacity and affoction displayed by one 
of the tame ones, who, apparently recognizing an old com- 
panion in the largest of those that had been ensnared, 
actually opened the fastenings of the gate for the release of 
his friend ; thus showing, although enslaved himself, hb sense 
cff the value of freedom. Willy was enchanted, and, on Ga- 
tura's dwelling upon the grandeur and interest of a bufiiEtlo- 
hunt, never ceased importuning the Malay to afford him that 
gratification. 

One fine morning, accordingly, they set forth professedly ta 
witness this remarkable spectacle. The high-bred steed car- 
ried them rapidly through the cocoa-tope, into the very depth 
of the forest No sign appeared of the hunters ; but, pleased 
with the beauty of the scenery, the golden rays of the sun 
darting through the shaddock and the tamarind, and resting 
on the beautiful frait of the jamboe, mi isxratfA \il ^^^vnr 
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ety of brighlroolorcd birds and gorgeoos batterflies, <b6 boj 
took no note of the distance. At last, as the day adtaneei, 
the claims of tired Nature b<^an to be felt, and he intimttei 
to Gatora his desire to retom home. 

"Home," said the Malay, in the low accent of bitter 
hate, ** yoa never shall retom! Do yon remember the dsj 
— you, child as yon are, may forget; but on my memoiy that 
day is bomt in characters of fire—- when, fi>r striking this 
horse, — ay, it was this veiy horse, — as Colonel PembotoB, 
my master, your fiither, was pleased to think, oyer-hard, he 
snatched the whip from my hand, and stradc me; aj, ladied me 
with it as if I had been a beast ? I grasped the crease in mj 
bosom ; but that would have been a brief and common Te&> 
geance. I have waited for such reyenge as may endure ; and 
now my hour is come. You, too, young sir! yon were 
pleased to read out of some story-book, to your mother, that 
pearls might be hidden in the mouth; that stripping the dress, 
and searching the person, was no security against a skdlfbl 
thief ! Home shall you never come to tell your father that 
tale, unless, indeed, you can win your way through the beasts 
and reptiles, the snakes and the panthers, of this forest. Down 
with you, sir ! Do not cling around me in this manner ! Let 
go my sash, or I will cut away those little hands ! What 
noise is that ? Off with you, I say ! " 

And, frightened at some real or imaginary noise, Gratura 
dashed the struggling child to the earth, and rode rapidly 
away, leaving in the boy's hands the ehawl sash by which he 
had clung so tightly, and which had been folded, afler the 
Oriental fashion, round the waist of the Malay. A small 
packet dropped from it ; it was the lost pearl ! 

Hungry and bewildered as he was, the stout-hearted boy 
lost neither his courage nor his presence of mind. He peek- 
eted the precious jewel, plucked the unripe fruits to appease 
the cravings of appetite, and tried, with all his might, to re- 
■race the way by whioh he had. oamA^ and to torn back to his 
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home ; but, far beyond his own knowledge, he mAj plunged 
deeper and deeper in the forest He avoided, however, with 
remarkable boldness and sagacity, the fireqnent dangers from 
snakes and wild animals, took re^ige under a talipot-tree firom 
a storm, which sent the shrieking floor-mouse to the same 
firiendly shelter; and at night, remembering that the Cin- 
galese sometimes constructed their habitations for security on 
the branches of trees, he climbed the tallest trunks that he 
could meet with, to sleep. 

What was the agony of the bereaved mother during that 
long and solitary ni^t! Oatura had not returned, and, 
wholly unsuspicious of his treadiery, she imagined that some 
&tal accident had happened to him and to his charge. Mes- 
senger after messenger did she despatch in every direction ; 
Colonel Pemberton was recalled ; and every means taken that 
the most anxious affection could dictate, to recover the missing 
child. 

He, meanwhile, wandered on, subsbting on wild fruits by 
day, and sleeping in trees by night, until he had nearly 
reached the boundaries of Candy. He, too, poor child, was 
heart-sick and home-sick. The hi^ courage which he in- 
herited from his father animated him at tiie approach of 
danger ; but at other moments, footsore, weary, bruised by 
&lls, and torn by bushes, his spirits flagged, and his strength 
was exhausted. One day, as he was passing by some brush- 
wood, which half concealed the entrance to a low cavern, a 
furious bu&lo came bellowing up a track in the forest, and, 
pausing for an instant, lowered his head to attack the child. 
Another moment, and Willy would have been gored by his 
horns, or tossed into the air ; but a man rushed from the 
cavern, and, seizing the child with one arm, with ike other 
flung a piece of cloth (part of his own garments) over the head 
of the buffalo, blinding him, and entangling his horns, so that 
the boy and his preserver had time to retreat into the cave, 
the entrance to which was too low to admil lihA oani^^ ^sL* 



880 



m xon isASL. 



maL Willy was Mved ; and, tarmng to thank the Mend to 
whoee boldneas and addreas he owed hia life, he bnrst into 
tears of delight, clapped his little handa togetJier, and shootod 
<<YiDna! dMurYimia!" 



Three days after this, Yinna, bending in respectful saluta- 
tion, with his arms folded upon his bosom, stood in the 
presence of the beautiful wife of the Candtan king. &e 
listened to his little story, and listened pityingly, for Ae was a 
woman and a mother. She promised, with the graoe of con- 
scious power, — and nobly did she redeem her promise, — to 
redress all Yinna's grieyanoes, whether as regarded the oil of 
cinnamon, wMch she justly suspected Gatura to have stolen, 
or the lost pearl ; and with regard to that pearl of pearls, the 
noble boy Willy, she made it her first business, her first pleas- 
ure, to send him home to his distracted parents, laden with 
presents, and accompanied by his brave preserver, the fidthfol 
Cingalese. 



WEDDING SLIPPERS. 

*' Thl« loTo will undo «• ftll.**— Sbaksfeabb. 

Onb of the shortest and dreariest days in Jannaiywas 
drawing to a cloee. Snow had &llon some dajs previonslyy 
and glared npon the roo& of the houses in the pictoresqae and 
irregular old town of Belford Begis, and lay mixed with iee, 
and trodden into a sort of wintry dost upon the highway. 
Snow, too, was visibly hanging in the gray and gloomy sky, 
waiting only for milder weather, — for the hour when the soft 
south-west should steal upon the blaok north-east, — to oome 
down in a world of white feathery flakes, and ooyer the earth 
with its bright, level, uniform beauty. 

The streets, although not yet lighted, were ahnost deserted 
of carriages and passengers, except, indeed, the well-wrapt 
little boys and girls, tripping rapidly home from school, with 
cheeks almost as red as their red comforters; and the noisier 
and merrier troop of happy, ill-clad urchins, who came frisk- 
ing and shouting from the pond at the top of the hill, the 
great pond opposite the Queen's Head, whore they had been 
keepmg the cold at bay by sliding and tumbling upon the ice, 
and pelting each other with snow-balls, making, as it were, a 
playmate of the frost; and excepting also careful servant- 
maids, wending, with cautious speed, over the slippery pave- 
ment, laden with smoking dishes from the bake-houses, or 
hurrying pot-boys, or slower milkmen, rattling their jingling 
commodities against the icy steps of the doors, or the iron 
railing of the areas. 

In a word, it was at the dose of a winter's day that, the 
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morning inftnx of costomcrs haTing intermitted, tbe diopmen 
and apprentices of 3Ir. Morris, the greatest haberdasher of 
Belford, had retired to warm their fingers in their own apart^ 
ment, — preferring the bright fire of the open grate to the 
nnokj heat of the stove, — after returning to their shekes, 
nicely folded up, the numerous articles taken down to gratitj 
the fastidiousness or the caprice of lady-purchasers, — for men, 
to do them justice, seldom do give this sort of trouble ; leaving 
in the dusky range of show-rooms, rendered ten-fold more 
gloomy by the waving draperies which darkened the windows, 
and swayed to and fro in the dim tfrilight, only two individa- 
als, — a respectable-looking elderly man, who, mounted iqxma 
high stool, was seated at a very business-looking, railed-in 
desk, employed in writing, by the light of a single taper, in 
an equally business-like, tall, thick book, bound in calfskin ; 
and a young man, particularly well-looking and gcntlemanlv, 
whose likeness to the former sufficiently marked their relation- 
ship, and who stood at his side, pretending to be occupied in 
arranging a drawer of rich satin ribbons, which he was rolling 
and unrolling, and doing, unconsciously, his very best to spoil, 
in the eagerness of his appeal to his father's feelings. 

" Yes, sir, it is but too true, and a thousand times she has 
urged the fact upon me, that poor Elizabeth is only a servant- 
maid in the family of our good rector, Mr. Sumner. A ser- 
vant she certainly is, but a most honored and trusted one. 
Mrs. Sumner was so struck by her intelligence and sweetne^ 
above a dozen years ago, amongst the girls of the Green 
School, that she took her home to her own house, partly to 
attend and partly to play with her elder children. She 
shared their advantages of education ; not, indeed, the accom- 
plishments which were unfitted for her station, but those 
better and rarer advantages which regard the cultivation of 
ihB mod and the formation of the character ; and Mr. Sum- 
-ion of her has been sufficiently proved, by his hav- 
dMdi of Us exoeUent wife, and the marriage of 
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his eldest daughter, oomndtted the direotioii of his hoiue tnd 
of his two youDger children unreeervedlj to her diarge. A 
servant she is, but one aoonstomed to the management of a 
large fitmilj, to the keeping of the most exact and elaborate 
accounts, to the prudent and careful expenditure of money, to 
everything, in short, that is most desirable in a tradesman's 
wife. I speak now merely in a worldly point of view, and 
say nothing of the beauty, the sweetness, the grace and the 
modesty, which make her an object of admiration wherever 
she appears." 

" She has no money," replied Mr. Morris, suspending for a 
moment his pen over the book in which he had been appar- 
ently most sedulously engaged in making various entries dur- 
ing his son's harangue. ** She has no money." 

" Then her taste and skill in female apparel. You know, 
sir, how often you have said that, if my poor sisters had 
lived, you would have added millinery and dress-making to 
your business, and converted some part of our large premises 
up stairs into show-rooms. How often I have heard you say 
that one branch of trade helped the other ; and that our oppo- 
site neighbor, Mr. Welsh, would not be able to keep his shop 
open against us, if it were not for his wife's caps and bon- 
nets. Now, Elizabeth's taste, and Mr. Sumner's connec- 
tion — " 

" She has no money, Edward ; she has no money." 

" Neither had she, sir, two years ago, when, in consequence 
of Master Arthur's rashly venturing upon ice too weak to bear 
his weight, I had the first happiness of being of use to her and 
her young charge. Mine is no love of yesterday ; no con- 
cealed or clandestine attachment. We have met openly at 
the institution lectures; have walked together on summer 
evenings. Mr. Sumner, without any verbal recognition of our 
engagement, has yet oilen, after church on a Sunday, virtually 
sanctioned it, by smiling and significant invitations to acoom- 
paqr Elisabeth and the children to hiBhouae,— nai^^^^^l^is^ 
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joandf, by your mAima: of q>eaUiig to bar and of her, bate 
led me to believe tbai you ocmridered her m a daughter. Ton 
are too keen an obserrer, too kind and oarefhl a fiitheri not 
to haye seen the state of my aflfections ; and I had thought 
yoa too wiae and too liberal to eet a little paltiy mooej in 
oompetition with the happineBB of a lAole life, or to wish ma 
to break my plighted troth to one whom I dearly love, — to one 
who loves me, — and marry I know not whom, for the sake of 
adding needless pelf to our already flourishing fortunes. I had 
thought your only son was dearer to you than money. But I 
was mistaken — you hold my honor and my happiness at no 
higher price than this gaud ! " And he threw from him, in bit- 
terness of spirit, the roll of ribbon which he had been so busily 
folding and unfolding. 

The pen dropped from the Other's hand. 

" You are mistaken, Edward/' said he, in a low voice, which 
was interrupted for a moment by a sound well known to the 
inhabitants of Belford — the deep, hoarse cry of ** Shoes ! old 
shoes ! — shoes ! old shoes ! " from beneath the window. 

** You are mistaken, my dear son, not in my feelings, bat 
in my circumstances. The fortunes of the poor, half-starved 
wretch who is calling * shoes' through the wintry snow are 
more flourishing than mine. Without your aid I am a bank- 
rupt." 

Another hoarse, deep cry of " Shoes I old shoes ! — shoes to 
buy ! shoes to sell ! < — shoes \ old shoes ! " gave to the agitated 
father the pause which his feelings required. His son was 
too much absorbed in astonishment and horror for speech ; he 
could only listen in silent agony to a story which soemed to 
him rather like a frightful dream than a stem and waking re* 
ality. Mr. Morris continued : 

" You were too young, when your blessed mother died, to 
remember her distinctly; and her poor sisters, gentle and 
amiable as they were, inherited rather her delicacy of consti- 
tution than her vigor of mini Far above me in birth, in 
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education, and in colttration, ahe was left destitaie at the i^ 
of seventeen, bj the improvidenoe and the sadden death of 
her father, a benefioed elergjman ; and I owed the blessing 
of her hand diieflj to her desire to proeore for her twin- 
brother a home and a proteetor. Before our marriage, die 
made me promise to treat William Amott as my own younger 
brother, as my own eldest son; to be to him as a fHend, a 
gaardian, a father ; and of this most solemn promise she re- 
quested the renewal upon her death-bed« Heaven and you, 
my son, pardon me if I have kept it but too &ithiully ! Let 
me make short work of this wretched matter. I placed him 
as clerk in a banking-house in the city, where, as you know, 
he rose to be cashier. I and another friend of my family 
were his securities, and all seemed fair and prosperous. Three 
months ago, he came to me in an agony of guilt and despair. 
He had been speculating in the share-market. He had em- 
bezzled a large sum belong^g to the firm, and, unless it were 
replaced by a certain day, his liberty, his character, his life, 
— for never, he swore, would he survive the loss of reputa- 
tion, — were destroyed. Could I hesitate ? Even had t aban- 
doned him to his fate, I was equally ruined, since the house 
would have come upon me, and upon the friend who, at my 
pressing instance, had joined me as his bondsman, to indem- 
nify them for their loss. The sum was, to a man in my station, 
enormous, exceeding by some thousands the earnings and sav- 
ings of the five-and-twenty years that I have passed in business. 
The deficiency was, however, raised for me, within the stipu- 
lated time, by our friendly solicitor, Mr. Byrne, who happened 
to have, at the moment, a client willing to lend the money 
upon my personal security, and this house, with the stock and 
furniture. I gave him a bill of sale on all my efiects ; and 
was considering whether or not to break the matter to you, or 
to go on upon credit, and leave the result to time, when Mr. 
Byrne made me, two days ago, a most unexpected overture, 
from the friends of a young person witk a^ igiot^ifisvoit ^fi^fia. 
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thoaaand pounds, wlio, alihoagh inlbniied of mj difficoltkB, 
were yet williDg to marry her to yoo, willing to pay off the 
debt, requiriDg noUiing bat a settlement of the rest of the 
money, and such an arrangement, as to partnerriiipy aa I diould 
have been, under any circumstances, but too happy to enter 
into. I have not seen her — I do not eyen know her name; 
but she is, they tell me, young, well-ednoated and ainiable, a 
thoroughly good and exemplary girl." 

" O, my father, do with me as yon like ! Bat, yet, Elisi- 
beth ! — dear, dear Elisabeth ! " 

« You would rather, then, be poor and happy with her 
whom you love. So be it, my dear son. Go to your Eliia- 
beth. See if she be willing to share your poverty, wUluig to 
wait until some prospect may arise that should in some sort 
authorize your union. The unhappy man whose imprudence 
has been our ruin spoke of one whose defalcation had ruioed 
him, and who might, who probably would, hereafter make 
good the sums for which he was engaged. He has repeated 
this expectation in a letter which I received from him last 
week. But that hope is too vague to build upon. See Eliz- 
abeth. Disclose to her, unreservedly, the position of affiiirs, 
— I feel that, with her, the confidence will be sacred, — and 
then act as you see good. Put mo out of the question. I am 
still strong and healthy, and capable of earning my bread as 
a shopman.'' 

" 0, father I never ! never ! " interrupted Edward, with a 
sharp and sudden revulsion of feeling. " Even if I were so 
undutiful, so unnatural, she would not consent; I know she 
would Dot Of^en and often has she said that she felt that 
our marriage would never take place ; that it never ought 
to take place ; that your son, the son of the most respectable 
tradesman in Belford, ought not to be united to a poor girl 
from a charityHschool. And now that that union can only 
bo accomplished by depriving you of your home, by sending 
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you in your old age to Berre as a liireling — O, she would 
never hear of it — would never bear the thought ! " 

" Go to Elisabeth," repeated Mr. Moms, in a smoUiered 
voice, pressing his son's hands between his, with an energy 
that betokened the stmg^e of his feelings, — "go and con- 
sult with your Elizabeth." And, as tJie shopmen and appren- 
tices came flocking in, and the lifted gas gave a glittering 
brilliancy to the rich and gayly-deoorated shop, radiant with 
diawls, and silks, and ribbons, of a hundred varied hues ; and 
a group of customers, gay country ladies, who wished to 
choose an evening dress by candlelight, appeared at the door, 
he escaped into the street, witJi an instinotive desire for 
solitude, and, almost unconsciously, took the road to St. 
Michael's Rectory. 

The lamps in the streets and shops were now burning, and 
showed, with a most striking effect of light and shadow, the 
fantastic outiino of the picturesque old town — the tops of 
the houses covered with snow, the icicles hanging from the 
eaves, and the windows already covered with icy frost-work. 
The pavement was again alive with p^piengers — men and 
women hunying to the post-office ; flies and carriages gliding, 
with a sort of dull, rumbling sound, along the snowy road ; a 
stage-coach emptying itself of its freezing passengers at the 
Bed Lion ; a man with periwinkles, and a woman with hot 
chestnuts, each so mui&ed, the man in a frieze cloak, and the 
woman in a dread-naught coat, that it would have puzzled an 
(Edipus to decide betwixt the he and the she ; one littie girl 
lingering longingly in the wake of the periwinkles ; two great 
boys burning their fingers in a bold attempt to filch the burn- 
ing chestnuts ; other children rushing aimlessly along, shouting 
and bellowing as if to scare the cold. Men were thumping 
their feet upon the ground, and buffeting their chest with 
their arms, to restore the circulation ; women were chattering, 
dog^ barking, beggars begging, fiddles scraping, bells ringing. 
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kDodcen tat^mt-tat-ing — in Ami, all the noiseB of a 'wintij 
evening in a ooontry town were in foil activity. 

From the High Bridge, where the broad, hright river, with 
its double line of wharves and hooaes, crowded with people, 
its boats and its barges, forms so gay and pretty a moving 
picture, so full of bustle and color, of lif^t and of life — 
from the High Bridge, the Kennet now showed like a mirror, 
xeflectmg on its icy surface, with a peculiar broad and blnidi 
shine, the arch of lamps surmounting the gracefn], aiiy 
bridge, and the twinkling lights that glanced, here and there, 
from boat, or barge, or wharf, or from some uncurtained win* • 
dow that oveihuDg the river. 

The snow lay in drifts upon eithor shore, marking the long 
perspective, and glanced upon the suburban cottages and the 
distant country, edging into the gentle uplands, hardij 
deserving the name of hills, that closed the prospect, strongly 
relieved, at the present moment, by the dark and dusky sky. 
In spite of his distress and preoccupied mind, poor Edward, 
who had, probably without knowing it, much of those two 
rare gifts, the poet'^ feeling and the painter's eye, could not 
help stopping a moment, on the centre of the bridge, to con- 
template so fine an effect of chiar^ oscurOf so striking and 
beautiful a picture, composed, almost without color, by the 
nice contrast of light and shade. 

While he stood admiring the scene, he was overtaken by 
the old man whom he had heard, a short while previously, 
crying " Shoes ! shoes ! " under the window of his Other's 
shop ; and whom he had passed just before, whilst engaged 
in chaffering for some of his commodities with an orange- 
woman, whoso barrow was stationed at the end of the bridge. 

The itinerant shoe-merchant was, as I have said, well 
known to the inhabitants of Belfoid by the name of Old 
Isaac ; and, from his name, his calling, his keenness at a bar- 
gain, as well as from his quick black eye, aquiline nose, and 
a greater quantity of beard than ia usuallY suffered in this 
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good kingdom of England to adorn a Chri§tian connienanee, 
was commonlj reputed to be a Jew. He was a spare old 
man, of the middle height, somewhat stooping, but with a 
picturesque and riehlj-oolored head, surmounted by an old 
slouched hat His patched and ftded garments were well- 
nigh hidden by two enormous bags, in which he carried the 
old shoes which he bought, and the new ones, or ici4istant 
new, — for he was a great man at a rifadmeTito, and had the 
art to '< gar auld shoon look maist as guid 's the new," — 
which he sold. 

''Buy a pair of warm slippers, master, this cold ni^t?" 
quoth Isaac. *' Wedding slippers, fine enough fbr a lord." 

'* Nothing, dus evening," said Edward. 

** Have 'em a bargain, master," persisted the man of shoes. 

'< I am not in want of any," rejoined Edward, moving oa, 

« Wedding shoes, then? — wedding boots? Must buy 
somewhat," oontinued the vendor, pertinaciously keeping up 
with our friend's rapid steps, and thmsting before his eyes 
the articles which he named. 

'* I tell you that I want neither wedding slippers, nor wed- 
ding shoes, nor any of your commodities," answered Edward, 
with some ill-humor, endeavoring to escape from hb pursuer. 

" Don't ye ? " exclaimed Isaac, with a knowing twinkle of 
his keen black eye. " Don't ye ? Well, then, buy for the 
want that 's to come. I 've set my heart upon having a bit 
of a deal with ye to-night, and shan't mind bating a penny 
or two, rather than balk my fancy. You shall have 'em 
under prime cost," continued Isaac, coazingly ; " you shall 
have 'em for next to nothing. Do ye have 'cm ! We most 
have a deal. You '11 see that you '11 be married sooner than 
you think for. Your time 's coming. So you may as well 
buy the wedding slippers at once. What do you bid for 'em ? 
Make an offer." 

" Not a farthing, Jew. I am in haste. You need not 
untie the bag. You have nothing thai I nwii^ Nak^^M ^^^^ 
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juried. I want nothing of jon." 

** I>on^ be too flore of that. Master Edward liorris ! Yoa 
and I maj conw to a deal jet. Jew, qootha !. No more a 
Jew than joanel£ If yoor ejes were not turned another 
wa J, joa might aee me in the uale of St MidiaerB Ghnreh 
eieiy Sunday mormng and afternoon, as regular as yonradC 
Jew ! TTis an extraordinaty compliment yon idle folk pay to 
that tramping raee, that, whenerer yon meet a body who 
takes care of the main dianoe, and turns an honest peony, 
you call him a Jew. Well, Master Edward, yon '11 see that 
you 11 oome to me for your wedding slippers.*' And, so my- 
ing, Isaac shouldered his bag again, and left the path free. 

At another moment Edward would have smiled at the old 
man's acute observation of the direction of his glances in 
church, and at his persevering endeavor to attract a customer, 
founded upon that observation; but his thoughts were too 
painfu]]y divided between his fiither and his mistress — hifl 
duty and his love ; and, during his rapid walk to St Mi- 
chacrs Rectory, he could only resolve to be guided in all 
things by the judgment and the feeling of Elisabeth. 

She received her lover with the gentle self-possession, the 
calm and serious sweetness, which characterised her manner, 
and which had been partly, perhaps, the cause, partly the 
result, of 'the confidence placed in her by Mr. Sumner. His 
father had, to suit his purpose, forced himself to advert to 
her situation and her origin in his conversation with his son; 
but Edward felt proudly that there was no trace of the 
charity-school or of the servants' hall in the lovely woman 
who stood before him, with a simple and unaffected propriety 
— in a higher rank it would have been termed dignity — 
that would have beseemed a palace. His distress was imme- 
diately visible to her, and her anxious inquiries served to 
introduce his story. 

" We must part, Edward; as to that there can bo neither 
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doubt nor question," Bud she, in a low, steady Yoice, wlulst 
the tears trembled on the long fringes of her large black 
eyes, and the rich color went and oame on the finely-turned 
oheeks and lips, which a sculptor would have been proud to 
model. "We must part I have always known that it 
would be so — always felt, without suspecting or dreaming 
of this obstacle, that Mr. Morris would find an insiq>erable 
objection to reoeiviDg me into his family. I ought, perhaps, 
knowing that, to have forbidden your visits. But I was 
encouraged in my attachment by one whom I am bound to 
obey, and by whose orders I have acted in this business; and 
my own feelings led me but too readily into the error. 0, 
if it were only for ourselves, this poverty would be nothing ! 
Young, active, accustomed to exertion, it would be delightful 
to labor with you and for you — delightftd to feel that there 
was no superiority on your side, except that of your respect- 
able connections, and your manly and vigorous character. 
But your &ther — your kind and excellent father ! — to tear 
him from his home, to send him in his old age to serve as an 
hireling, — he, so long accustomed to recipect and considera- 
tion ! — to banish him from his friends, his neighbors, his 
native town ! We must not think of it. The sacrifice must 
be made. And you will find your happiness, dear Edward, 
— we shall find our happiness, — in his restored comfort, and 
in the consciousness of having done our duty." 

Afiectionate son as Edward was, and determined as he had 
professed himself to abide by the decision of his mistress, he 
could not refrain from combatmg this resolution. She lis- 
tened to him with sweet and mournful attention, as if willing 
to hear all that he had to say ; but her determination was 
unshaken. She had just asked — 

" Since we must part, dearest Edward, were it not wiser to 
shorten this pain?" when an odd-looking little note was 
delivered to her. 

Elizabeth read the oontenta ono^ tmoe, VhniM^ vi^ ^"^ 
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Budned flilent and perplexed, as if hirdly oomprefaending tka 

meaning. 

•' It is yery Btnuage ! " ezolaimed ahe, thinking aloud, and 
forgetting that she was not akme; "tery atnuige! What 
can he want at thia honr ?" 

** He ! " exdumed Edward, jeabns (so strange a thing ii 
a lorer'B heart) of her whom he was npon the very point of 
resigning. "He! — what he? From whom comes that 
note ? " 

** From one who most be apprised of this event." 

** Not, sorely, from Mr. Smnner t No; firom him it oan- 
not be. Bat from whom ? Who ean have the power so to 
absorb yonr attention at sach a moment?'' 

Elizabeth paused an instant, and then said, gently, 
*< Come with me, and yon shall know. Although we are 
doomed to part, to meet no more, you must always be 
amongst the most valued, the most oherished of my firieads. 
I cannot afford to lose your good opinion. Come with me, 
and you shall know all." 

She tied on her bonnet, wrapped herself in a large cloak, 
and they passed through the Beotory garden into the church- 
yard. The fine old Gothic building, with its gray oloisters, 
its graceful' porch, its towers and its steeple, rose in sombre 
grandeur from the grave-yard, covered with snow, by which 
it was surrounded, the summit almost lost in the frosty 
mists of the air ; so that the imagination, added to the actual 
height, gave a cathedral-like grandeur to the edifice. A few 
yews and cjrpresses were clustered in one corner, and a row 
of stately limes, their larger limbs partially covered with 
snow, which lay in long intersecting lines, defining the 
forms of the branches, led to an iron gate, which opened into 
a narrow lane, leading to one of the poorest and least popu- 
lous suburbs of the town. Along this lane Elisabeth passed, 
sedulously attended by Edward. 

" I oo|^ to Via.^a \6U ^oa VMfim^" said she, in a low 
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voice, — *' only he whom it most ooDcerns forbade tlie disolos- 
ure, and Mr. Sumner, I hardly know why, ooinoided in hia 
desire, — that, aldioogh a diarity-girl, I am not, as yon have 
thought, an orphan. I have a &ther, a most fond and affso- 
tionate father, one whom I love dearly, and who dearly loves 
me. He is a poor but indostrions man, Mowing a mean 
ooonpation; not so poor bat that he makes me frequent 
presents, and is most kind and generous to the widow in 
whose cottage he lives, and whom he mainly supports. Still, 
I have always felt that he was not fit to be your &ther, nor 
to be connected so closely with a man so intelligent, so well- 
educated, and so respectable in station, as Mr. Morris. I 
always felt that something would prevent our union. And 
80, alas ! it has turned out." 

By this time the clouds had so &r cleared away as to 
admit glimpses of a keen and frosty moon, which shed a cold, 
pale, desolate light upon every object ; dwelling with ten*fold 
desolation on a small hovel, whose rugged thatch and win- 
dows stuffed with rags, as well as the broken-down state of 
the little gate (ajar perforce, since, hanging by one. hinge, it 
would neither shut nor open), which led into the narrow front 
court, betokened the most sordid poverty. 

Up this court Elisabeth passed ; and, knocking, with, as it 
seemed, a forced resolution, at a low door, in little better 
oondition than the gate which formed the outer barricade, 
was immediately admitted, by an infirm old woman, into a 
dariL and dismal kitchen. 

<* I look for your father every minute. Miss Betsy," quoth 
the tottering crone, '* for 't is past his time o' coming in ; 
and, if ye '11 wait till I strike a light, ye may walk into his 
room, and I 'U kindle ye a bit o' fire ; for you tender lasses, 
that live in grand houses, can't bear the cold like us poor 
folk, that be used to nothing better." 

And, so saying, she fumbled out an old tinder-box, and 
having, with some difficulty, cheriahel a a^V Vs^ «i^as&s^> 



374 wmnM Bixnns. 

fbr lier old and withered hand, and feeble breath, seemed 

numbed and chilled bj the cold which she defied so min- 
folly, — she lighted a wretched candle, led the way into the 
next apartment, and endeayored, with a little damp straw, 
and a few dirty chips, that had evidoitly been long trodden 
nnder foot in some carpenter's yard, to prodnoe, in a small 
rusty grate, from which the brick-work was breaking away, 
something as nearly approaching to a blaie as the state of 
the fireplace and the natore of the fhel woold allow. 

Edward, in the mean while, took a monmftd sonrey of the 
sordid abode, contrasting so strongly with the appearance, the 
mind and the manners, of the lovely and gracefnl woman 
who stood beside him, the beloved of his heart. Hie hearth 
and its appointments, — the bit of old iron that served as a 
poker, the broken dust-pan that officiated as shovel, the pipkin 
upon two legs, and the lipless pint-cup which did duty u 
kettle, pot, and saucepan, — this niggard and beggarly hearth 
was but a type of the rugged and scanty plenishing of the 
comfortless chamber. A jointstool, a rickety table, and two 
tumble-down chairs, one of them garnished with a cushion, 
darned, patched and mended, until mending was no longer 
possible, figured in the centre of the uneven, bricked floor ; 
over the chinmey was a mug without a handle, a teapot ciu> 
tailed of its fair proportions by the loss of half a spout, a 
teacup and saucer of different patterns, and two or thvee 
plates and basins, all more or less cracked, and repaired, not 
very artistically, with putty and white paint. In one comer 
was the inmate's humble bed, — a chaff mattress, with one or 
two rugs or horse-cloths, much the worse fbr wear ; in an- 
other, the little pile of sfraw, and chips, and rotten sticks, 
from whence the fuel, now smoking rather than burning in 
the chimney, had been selected ; and, in a third, a dingy heap 
of old shoes. 

The old woman, satisfied with her labor, retired to her part 
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of ihe dwelling. Elkabeth was the first to break the pause 
which succeeded her departure. 

" This, Edward, is the abode of my fitther, — of a father 
whom, in spite of all that surrounds us, I have good cause to 
bve. Does not the sight of such misery senre to reconcile 
you to the destiny that parts us ? Such, at least, is the effect 
which it ought to have, — which it has on me. I am not fit 
to belong to your family. Never should I have cherished 
such a thought Strange that Mr. Sumner, knowing, as he 
did, the whole truth, should have encouraged our attach- 
ment ! Strange, most strange, that, till now, the name and 
the existence of my father should have remained a secret ! 
Well ! my presumption is fitly punished, and you will turn 
with a freer heart to one more worthy to share your home 
and possess your affections." 

« Say not so, my own Elizabeth ! Were it not for my 
paramount duty to my own most kind and excellent father, all 
that I see here would but supply a fresh motive for our union. 
All speaks of poverty and industry, — nothing of crime. And, 
next to the joy of offering you a comfortable home, should I 
reckon that of rescuing one so near and dear to you from 
penury and toil. ! that I were now the free agent that I 
thought myself yesterday ! Not another night should your 
father spend beneath thb roof. If my wretched uncle, Ar- 
nott, could but know the misery that his wild ^irit of specu- 
lation has brought upon us all ! " 

" If he could, Master Edward, I am minded that he 'd 
rather cry old shoes than gamble in the share-market," quoth 
our friend Isaac, advancing into the room ; depositing, with 
considerable care, his two bags of shoes in their appropriate 
comer, and emptying, with equal readiness, divers rotten 
sticks, fir-apples, and stumps of gorse, gathered during his 
day's travel, — for, apparently, he had wended country ward, 
— from the several pocket of his nondescript garments. " If 
these stock-exohange gamUeis oould\raLi\A\\ ^« wst^ V^«e^ 
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they cause to their firiendB aad kindred, majhap it mi^ go 
nigh to reform *em," pursued Iiiao. '* So here joa be, Mis- 
ter Edward, come to make a deal, as I prophesied ; and je 
ha' brought Bees wi' ye, to dlinoh the bargain. So mnoh the 
better. Gie me a kiss. Bees. So thou be'st oome to help 
Master Edward to dioose his wedding slippers, — eh, my 
girl ?" And the old man nodded his head, with a knowing 
wink, and chuckled, — *' Come to choose the wedding slip- 
pers ! " 

"Alas! my dear father, you little know — "began Elisa- 
beth. 

"Alack, and alack, wench! No alabks for me* I do 
know all the story ; ay, and a great deal besides, that neither 
of you know, wise as ye think yourselves. Gome, mj good 
boy and girl, sit ye down here by the fire. Bess looks as white 
as the snow on the house-top ; and thou, Master Edward, art 
not much better. Sit down, and make yourselves comfort- 
able. I'll tell you all about it" And the old shoe-merchant 
drew his two chairs to either side of his litUe fire, seated him- 
self upon a stool in the middle, flung on fresh fuel, breaking 
the sticks with his withered hands, and did the honors of his 
small apartment with much hospitality. " Well, Master Morris, 
for all I cry old shoes about the streets, and my Bess (Heaven 
blesti her sweet face !) was brought up at a charity-school, it 
an't altogether for want of a bit of money. Many a year have 
I boon scraping and scraping, and hoarding and hoarding, to 
save her a portion ; and I told her and Mr. Sumner not to 
let out that she had a fiithor, just for the pleasure of the sur- 
prise like. So, in the mean time, comes this aiiair of Master 
Amott Ay, bettor cry old shoes than go gambling in shares. 
So I happened to have the money, waiting for a good secur- 
ity, — nothing like turning an honest penny, — just when 
Master Byrne was wanting it for your faUier. So I lets him 
have it. Here 's the paper, see, — what-d'-ye-call 't ? — the 
hill of sale. And I offered lum my ^l^ with fiiWen thousand 
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ponnds to her portion ; not letting out who she was. And 
here I 've jnst got a letter from him to Master Bjme, saying 
as how 't will break jonr heart to marry her ; not thinking, 
mind, that flhe 's 8he« And I s'poee as how you are oome to 
say that yon won't have her, 'oanse o' your &ther, — eh ? So 
she 's refnsed o' both hands, — eh, Bess ? Well ! I love a 
good &ther, and I love a good son ; he '11 be sore to make a 
good husband. And, if Bess don't make thee a good wife, 
my lad, there 's no ihiih in woman. So take her ! — and take 
this bit o' paper ; that 's tea thousand ponnds ; and there 's 
five thousand that I promised," continued he, going to one of 
his comer heaps, and taking a couple of dirty bank-notes out 
of an old shoe, <«and another that I give, 'cause of these two 
refusals. A good &ther makes a good son, and a good son 
11 make a good husband. And I 've heard, to-day, from a 
real Jew, who knows a good deal of what goes on on 'change, 
that Master Amott is likely to get his money back again. 
So now ofF wi' ye to Master Morris, and tell him the news. 
And, hark ye, my boy» dcm't ibiget to come back for the 
Wedding Slippers .' '* 



THE BUCCANEER. 

*• li if » poltoa tompend hj hiaielfl" 



« Nat, I know tliat the Sionny Petrel is as piettj a boat, 
and manned by as stoot a orew, as ever sailed among the green 
islands of the Carib Sea, or eoasted the bays and headliwfa 
of the main ; but a man's heart is made of flesh, Senor Cap- 
tain, albeit it sail under the black flag, and even your wild 
sea-rovers may not be able to resist the smooth tongue of this 
varlet. It is a soft-spoken youth, I tell thee. Give him 
three inches of cold steel as soon as he boards thee, and fling 
lum off into the waves. The deep sea tells no tales.*' 

*< As thou wilt ! " returned the buccaneer, with a slight corl 
of his thin lip, and a glance from whose strange mixture of 
gayety and scorn the haughty Spaniard involuntarily shnmL 
" As thou wilt ! I had destined his ghost to the honor of 
guarding my own private hoard, buried in the sand on an 
island that shall be nameless. But 't is easy to cany off some 
captive for that purpose ; for he must be slain on the spot, 
observe, to be ready for the performance of his duty." 

And now, so far as looks might go, the planter's scomM 
sneer — for he understood rightly that, however glossed over 
by levity, the superstition was a real feeling — retorted the 
ill-dissembled contempt of the pirat« captain. 

** Since thou mistmstest the tender meroy of my dare-devils, 
Black Juan of Cales, with his stiletto, or the Bohemian ^ant 
Brandt, with his boar-spcar, shall put him out of pain or ever 
he sets foot on the d^k of ^<^ Stormy Petrel, l^e stab 
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ahall oome before the fear. Bat how are we to make prize 
of him, Senor Don Pedro ? Thou wooldst not have me send 
a boat's crew to carry him off bodOj from thine own pUnta- 
tion ! I see that the little boat is still at the cove by the 
oreek ; canst thou not deliver him thyself into our hands ? " 

'* Not for all the silver of Mexico ! Donna Gonsalva al- 
ready misdoubts that I love not her favorite page. She 

knows, too, . No, good Gervase," continued Don Pedro, 

checking himself; " I must not be seen in this matter. I 
must despatch Antonio to the Petrel in the Httle boat, an hour 
9r two before sunset, whilst I myself remain at San laidro 
und in ftdl sight of my whole household. He will come alone. 
Contrive to return the boat to its moorings; and, hark ye, thou 
hast flags of all nations, — hoist the red cross of St. Goorge 
at the mast-head as soon as the deed be done. He will oome 
alone, and without token. There is thy warrant," added the 
Spaniard, taking a heavy purse from his girdle, and tossing it 
to the pirate ; " there is thy warrant. And now, the sooner 
we put land and sea between us, the safer for both." 

<* Coward ! " thought the bold sea-rover, as each turned to 
pursue his separate way. " Insolent coward I the red cross 
of St George, the ensign of England, to announce a deed like 
this ! The craven is liberal, however," muttered ho to him- 
self, poising the purse of doubloons, after a moment's pause. 
« Fear is a special paymaster. Well, his job shall be done ; 
my trusty mate. Miles Bertrand, shall manage it, whilst I row 
stealthily to my own little desert island, and add this gold to 
my secret hoard. Miles knows no Spanish, so that pleading 
and remonstrance will stead the poor wretch naught ; and, in 
good sooth, that rugged mate of ours will have no more re- 
morse in striking down the solitary boatman than I have in 
crushing this beetle. T is a foul deed, after all ; but yon 
craven Spaniard must answer it" 

Thus mused the captain of the Stormy Petrel, as he strode 
with hasty steps towards the shore. The half-e»^tees^ 
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thoogliis of his late oompaaion, as he bent his way u 
were not a jot more flattering. 

(« Ruffian ! " — so ran his soliloqay — " sooflbig, meroenuy 
ruffian, and artful as meroenary ; for, had I consented to t<v 
oompany Antonio, who diall say how the visit mi^t have 
ended ? And yet," oontinaed he, more calmly, ** of such tools 
doth a wise man make the instruments that shape his fortunes. 
To be fairly rid of this young Antomo, now, too, that, if I 
read her ri^^tly, Oonsalva hath disooyered all ; and now that 
the epeeij arrival of the governor at Vera Cms will take m j 
fiurest cousin from my ward, robbing me at one stroke of 
beauty and of wealth, of living and of love ! Why, it is sodi 
a neoesfflty that, if the pirate had demanded a statue of pure 
gold to guard his island treasure, the robber must have had it 
Well, I have only now to find Senor Antonio, despatch him on 
some feigned errand to the Petrel, and be careful to keep in 
view of the whole household until vespers be past. I marrel 
if the masts of the schooner be visible from the portico of 
San Isidro, or whether I must ascend the roof. Hie red-cross 
flag will glitter afar. I must make good speed to find An- 
tonio. " And, quickening his pace, ho hastened silently towards 
the plantation. 

The spot where these two worthies had held discourse of 
life and death, deliberately plotting the murder of an unof- 
fending and innocent fellow-creature, was one of the most 
bcautiiul on the beautiful shores of Spanish America. A 
clear and sparicling rivulet gushed from the foot of a tall 
rock, overhung by the luxuriant and splendid creepers of the 
tropics ; a grove of feathery palms yielded their long foliage 
to the sway of the western gale, mingling their murmur with 
the pleasant sound of running waters, and adding, by their 
delicious shade, to the perpetual freshness and verdure of the 
grassy margin of the spring. Flowers of every hue hung 
from the gray crag and the lofly pahn-trees, or enamelled the 
turfy ground, whilst birds and insects, gorgeous as flowers, 
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flitted from bloflBom to bloflrom, or basked in the feryid beams 
of noon. How ooold evil thoughts and evil deeds ^ring into 
life in sach a soene ? 

A few hours had passed away sinoe the interview which I 
have attempted to describe, and now ike evening son shone 
upon herb, and flower, and flowering tree, illumining with a 
diamond-like radiance the clear waters of ike foontain, and 
bathing in a flood of light the lovely creatore who stood upon 
its brink. She was gazing upon a miniatore which she held 
in her hand, — gazing so intently that she started to hear her 
own name, altiiongh the speaker in following her thither did 
but obey her mandate. 

" Donna G^nsalva ! " said the page. 

" Antonio ! " responded his fair mistress ; " Antonio, are we 
alone ? Art thou sure that we are alone — that none can 
see or hear us ? above all, that my stem and haughty cousin 
— my servant, as he calls himself; my master, for so I have 
long felt him to be — is at safe distance ? Dangerous were 
it, past all danger, if he should hear that which I have to 
tell. Where is Don Pedro, Antonio ? " 

** I left him writing even now at the house, dear lady. He 
hath sent me on an errand to the trader in the roadstead, to 
bring from the vessel certain rich stu£&, which he would, he 
said, have rowed ashore himself, had he not been engaged 
preparing letters for Madrid. He enjoined me to use des- 
patch ; and I should be already in a little boat, had not Inez 
conveyed to me your command to meet you here. You trem- 
ble, dearest lady ; your color comes and goes. Is there aught 
in which the poor Antonio can stead his sweet mistress? 
Hath any man dared to grieve you ? " 

" Nay, dear Antonio, this emotion springs from joy, not 
grief. I weep, I know not why. Dost thou recognize this 
picture ? " 

" Full surely. It is the portrait of my honored lord, your 
noble father." 



** Ani dort tiioa nmBHA/at^ duMm as we were, how lie 
waA te u to sCaad besde his dying bad, and IdaKd and 
blcflsed OS, and bade us loye eadi other? O, thoa dost, thou 
dofli, — I see thoa dost! None knew thy parentage. Thoa 
wast called an ofphan, a poor orphan; and Don Pedro, when 
he took posMsnon of this ridi plantation of San Indro, calling 
hinnelf my gaaidian, and claiming me as his desdned bride, 
would flun hare sent thee to a monastery, to oolite, to the 
aimy, — anywhere away from me ; bat oar Aildish lore was 
proof against threat or artifice. We woold not be parted, and 
yoa remained at San Lndroas my page, — mine own dear and 
loving page. O, Antonio, oar love was an instinct. Prepare 
for a strange happiness. Looking to-day at this portrait, 
given to me on his death-bed by my father, I touched a 
spring, — the back flew open and discovered a letter. Prepare 
thyself fbr happiness incredible, for joy past all joy, my An- 
tonio! That letter, — thou know'st that my mother died in 
the hour that I was bom, — that letter told of a secret mar- 
riage, during a brief sojourn immediately after her death in 
the country of his ancestors ; a marriage to one of humbler 
fortunes, the daughter of a soldier of old Spain. She, too, 
gave birth to a child, and shortly after died. Antonio, dear 
Antonio! canst thou not guess the rest? Thou art that 
child, — my brother, dear Antonio! — the rightful heir of 
San Isidro. My brother! O, what joy is in the name! 
Mine own dear brother ! Wilt thou not speak to me, An- 
tonio ? " 

'* Gonsalva, sweetest sister ! " and the happy brother and 
sister were locked in each other's arms. 

" We must be cautious for a short space, dear brother ! " 
said Gonsalva, raising, herself at length-from Antonio's tearful 
embrace. ** We must bo cautious a while, or our grasping 
kinsman, who, as our father's heir-male, and as my guardian 
and destined husband, has hitherto enjoyed the revenues of 
this princely eatatA, woiuXii ecx^^Xis^ i»^ a3^5&»^ ^ vatain it. I 
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tremble lest my emoiioii at the diaooT^ may have awakened 
his sospioions. Our calmneflB most quiet them. We shall 
not long need to diaedmnlate. Oar powerfbl kinsman, the 
Conde Almarida, is already on his way to Vera Omi. We 
will put these letters into his hands, the moment of hiaarriTaL 
His authority as gOTemor will be absolute. There will be 
no difficulty in proving the marriage. Father Ignatius, of the 
Dominicans of Seyille, performed the ceremony. I tell thee, 
Antonio, thou shalt be recognized as heir of San Indro, as 
mine own dear brother ! How proud I am of the name ! and 
now, away with ^lee ! We must not awaken suapicion ; till 
to-morrow, farewelL" 

"Farewell, then, sweetest sister! Sweetest and most 
beloved! What grief it is to leave thee even for one 
night ! Most beloved and most generous Gtonsalva, £ure-thee- 
weU ! " 

"Generous! say selfish, dear Antonio! Wilt thou not 
save mo firom a hated marriage ? Am I not rich in a thrioe- 
dear brother? (Generous, indeed! but this is no time for 
chiding. Thou must away ; hasten to perform thine errand ;; 
delay no longer ! " And they parted. \ 

The fiiir Gkmsalva, fhll of a generous and overflowing cdn* • 
tentment, took the shortest path towards the plantation ; whild 
Antonio, scarcely recovered &om the bewildering joy and 
astonishment of her commimications, obeyed half mechanically 
the wave of the hand by which she had indicated that his way 
lod to the seaH9horo. 

The sudden and impressive sense of happiness, so perfect 
and BO exquisite, seemed like some enchanting dream, too 
bright to last That he, the poor and homeless orphan, the 
child of charity, with no friend save his dear lady, should be 
the son of honorable parents, the brother of that sweet and 
gracious creature, — privileged to love and protect her, — to 
forestall her every wish, to make for her such sacrifioes as die 
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had joyfbllj made for him, to prove himself worthy of the 
blood of which he ^ning, — worthy to wield the knightly 
sword of his &ther8 ! — such thoughts swelled his heart almost 
to bursting. He longed to pour out his whole soul in prayer 
and thanksgiving; and, suddenly pausing as he wound among 
the rocks, he saw just aboTe him a stone cross shiniDg 
brightly in the last rays of the setting sun, and struck into an 
upward path, which led to a small chapel on the top of the 
cliff, built and endowed by his &ther, Don Roderigo Her- 
nandez, partly in gratitude to the Virgin for an escape from 
shipwreck, and partly to serve as a beacon on that dangerous 
coast. Beneath was the shallow cavern in which Don Pedro's 
boat lay moored ; and so close as to be within hail from the 
shore was the Stormy Petrel, the pirate vesseL 

Prostrate before the shrine of the Virgin mother, absorbed 
in prayer and piou^s meditation, Antonio found the spirit-calm 
which he wanted. Time had passed by unnoted ; and he was 
roused from his devotions by a rapid step below. 

*' No signal I " muttered Don Pedro, as he loosened the 
boat from its moorings. " No red-cross flag ! He must have 
reached the schooner long ago. Hath the pirate villain 
played me false ? Shall I hail him ? No ; I '11 row to the 
ship and learn the truth at once." 

By the time Antonio had descended the steep and rugcrc^l 
pathway that led from the chapel to the shore, Don Pedro, 
putting his whole strength to the oars, had reached the ve&sel. 
Apparently he was expected there. The Stormy Petrel lay 
defined in strong relief against the bright but transient glow 
of a tropical sunset. Two figures stood at the gangway, and, 
as the Spaniard mounted the ship's side, a boar-spear and a 
stiletto entered his body. The horror-stricken page saw the 
steel gleam, and heard the heavy plunge as the corpse dropped 
into the reddening wave. The murderer had fallen by his 
own engine. 
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*' Tbls fTen-luuided jutiQe 
Gommendfl the ingrediento of our poijoned ohalioo 
To our own lips." 

NoTB. — The leading ineident of Schiller'i boMtifU ballad of Fridolin, 
a good deal altered, will be reoognized in thif itory. Ah I thoM great 
poeta who lired before u, — they itole all our beit ideaf ! 



• « 
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THE YILLAGE AMANUENSIS. 

** HeaTSB lint tan^t letters for tome wreteh's Aid — 
Some buiiahed loTer." — Popi. 

Tap ! went a modest, timid, shy-aoimdiiig knock against the 
old-fiishioned oaken door of William Maishall^s domicile, in 
the brief twilight of a September evening, — the hour of all 
others in which a pretty young woman might, with the least 
risk of observation, pay a visit to a handsome bachelor, — 
the best hour to shield her from the attacks of a village gos- 
sipry, or to cover her own concision, should her errand be 
such as to challenge something like a jest on the part of her 
host 

Tap ! tap ! again went the slender forefinger ; but, although 
the reiterated summons was a thought louder than the first 
nearly inaudible ftmand for admittance, it was equally 
unsuccessful in arousing the attention of the master of the 
dwelling. 

For this abstraction there was a reason which the young 
and tender-hearted will admit to be valid ; the poor youth was 
in love, and, to enhance tliat calamity, he had quarrelled with 
the mistress of his affections. 

"VVilliam Marshall, at the time of which I write, school- 
master of Abcrlcigh, the only son of one of the poorest widows 
in the parish, was a person of great merit. Some quickness 
and much industry had given him a degree of iufommtion 
and refinement unusual in his station, and his excellent con- 
duct and character had secured the friends whom his talents 
had attracted. In short, he was one of those instances — 
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more freqaent tiian iiid gmmbleni of the world are wQliog to 
admit — whidi prove that even in this life desert ia pretty 
certain to meet its reward. 

The ancient pedagogae of the Tillage, a man of aome learn* 
ing, who availed himself of the large and airy sohoolhooae to 
add boarders aspiring to the accomplishments of mathematics 
and the classics to the stordy country lads whcmi, by the will 
of the founder, he was boond to instmct in reading and writ- 
ing, declared that this his darling scholar canght ap, nntaoght 
and nnflogged, all that he pain^ly endeavored to instil, by 
book and birch, into the fortunate pupils whose Others were 
rich enough to pay for teaching and whipping ; and he fol- 
lowed up this declaration not only by installing him, at the 
early age of seventeen, into the post of his assistant, but by 
recommending him so warmly to the trustees as his successor, 
that at his death, which occurred about mz years after, Wil- 
liam Marshall, in spite of his youth, was unanimously elected 
to fill the place of his old master, and took possession of the 
pretty house upon School Green, with its two noble elms in 
front ; as well as of the large garden, orchard and meadow, 
which the brook, after crossing the green, and being in turn 
crossed by the road and the old ivied bri^e, went cranking 
round so merrily, clear, bright and rapid, as ever rolled rivu- 
let. 

Now, this, bendes its pleasantness as a residence, formed a 
position which, considering the difference of the age and times, 
might be reckoned, for our modest scholar, AiU as good as the 
magnificent proffer of the grcon-gown, cow's grass, and four 
merks a year, made by the good Abbot Boniface to Halbert 
Glendinning,'^^ and by the said Halbert Glendinning, to the 
unspeakable astonishment and scandal of ihe assistants, un- 
ceremoniously rejected ; since, in addition to the stipend paid 
regularly as quarter-day came round, and the prospect of as 
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WMMj bouden as tbe lioiiBe wmM hold, wu the probable eon- 
ih^jsacj of the tax-gathering and rate-collecting, the tilDbe^ 
Talning and land-measdriog, which nsnallj &11 to the share 
of the BphrmhniiTtfT ; together with the TeYeraion of the offiee 
of pariflh-elerk, proyided, always, that for a *' master of scliol- 
an,"* who tanght Latin and Greek and took boarders, sodi 
ofliee were not held infra dig. 

William Marshall's hnmble wishes were gratified. He wu 
a happy man ; for, m addition to the oomibrt of having s 
respectable home for the infirm mother to whom he had always 
been a most exemplary son, he had the gratification (so, at 
least, said the gossips of Aberlei^) of pr^aring a suitable 
abode fiir one of the beet and prettiest of the Tillage maideos. 

Ever ance the days of Pyramus and lliiriie, proximity has 
be^i known for the friend of love ; and each was probably 
the case in the present instance, since Lacy Wilmot, the 
object of William Marshall's passion, was his next neigh- 
bor, the brook of which we have made honorablo mention 
being the sole barrier by which her father's meadows were 
divided from the garden and orchard of the school. 

A more beautiful boundary was never seen than that clear, 
babbling stream, which went wandering in and out, at '* its 
own sweet will," with such infinite variety of margin ; now 
fringed with alders, now tufted with hawthorn and hazel, now 
rising into a steep bank crowned with a giant oak flinging its 
broad arms across the waters, the reflection of its rich- 
indented foliage broken by the frequent dropping of a smooth 
acorn from its dimpled cup ; now slq>ing gently down into a 
verdant bay enamelled with flowers of all hues, the intensely 
blue foiget-me-not half hidden under the light yellow clusters 
of the cross-leaved bedstraw, while the purple spikes of the 
willow-herb waved amidst the golden chalices of the loose- 

•«A foholar, lirl I wai a mastor of icholart." — Xn^, m tk» 
*'AgmabU * '" •* 
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strife, and large patohes of the feathery meadowHsweet, the 
heliotrope of the fields, is|)read its ahuond-like fragranoe and 
its pale and feathery beaaty to the very oentre of the stream, 
overhanging the snowy blossoms of the water-lily as they 
rose from their deep-green leaves, and mingling with that 
most remarkable of the many sedges that border our English 
rivers, whose flowers, placed so regularly on either side of 
their tall stalks, resemble balls of ebony thickly set with ivoiy 
spikes. Certainly, of all possible methods of dividing or 
uniting persons and property, this bright and cheerful stream 
seemed the most propitious to social intercourse, as William 
and Lucy found by experience. 

The green in firont of the school-house formed a commodious 
natural play-ground for the children, sufficiently near for 
safety, and yet wide enou^ for all their sports, the noble 
game of cricket included; so that those sharp little eyes, 
which love so dearly to pry into the weaknesses of their elders, 
especially when those elders assume the double relation of 
ruler and preceptor, were, during the intervals of tuition, hap- 
pily engaged elsewhere ; and really nobody, except perhaps 
a lover, would believe how attentive William Marshall became 
to the cow which was tethered in the orchard, how punctual 
in culling himself all the fruit and vegetables needed from the 
garden, how assiduous, above all, in watering his mother's 
little flower-pot sloping down to the stream ; whilst on her part 
it was at least equally remarkable how often Lucy Wilmot 
found cause to fill her pail at the brook, or to feed the ducks, 
geese, diickens and turkeys, which she had dislodged from 
their old home, the farm-yard, to establish by the water- 
side. Never was poultry so zealously looked afler. It hap- 
pened to be a dry summer, and it stands upon record at the 
Brook Farm that Lucy volunteered to fetch all the water 
wanted for domestic use by the whole family. '* To be sure," 
as her sisters would laughingly observe, " they had sometimes 
to wait for it, especially if it were towards dinnae-timft^ <« 
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before Ivreak&st, or after school broke up.** And tiien Loej 
would blush, and declare that she would neyer go near the 
place again; and then, bj way of keeping her word, die 
would take up her little basket of bailey, and nm acrosB fht 
meadow to feed her chickens. 

Halcjondays werethese. WhataehanniDgspotforamn] 
flirtatirai was that nurror-like stream ! What tender words 
floated across it! What smiles and Uushes looked bri|^tlj 
down into the bri^t waters ! And of how many of the sdsII 
gifts, the graceful homages in which love delists, was that 
clear brook the witness ! From the earliest yiolet to the lat- 
est rose, from the first blushing cherry to the Elatherine petr, 
rich and ruddy as Lucy's own round, healthful cheek, not an 
oficring escaped the assidmty of the deroted lover. Halcyon 
days were these to our friend William, when an affliction befell 
him in the very scene of his happiness — a shadow fell across 
the sunshine of his love, so hideous and gloomy as to darken 
his whole future prospects, to sadden and embitter his veiy 
life. Like many other swift and sudden poisons, nothing 
could be more simple in appearance than this implement of 
mischief, which woro the quiet and unoffending form of an 
unopened letter. 

Hovering one day by the side of the stream, waiting with a 
basket of filberts, " brown as the squirfel whose teeth crack 
them," as Fletcher has it, — filberts firm, juicy and fragrant, 
the first of season, — waiting until the close of evening should 
bring Iiis Lucy to tend her poultry under the great oak, — he 
saw a letter on the grass, and, springing from bank to bank, 
on a spot a little higher up, where the brook was 6u£Bcicnt]y 
narrow to admit of this sort of lover's leap, he stooped for the 
paper, suspecting, sooth to say, that it might be some billet- 
doux of his own, with the design of returning it to the fair 
owner. His it was not On the contrary, the epistle was 
scaled with a pretty device of doves drinking from the same 
shallow bowl — an imitation of tho exquisite doYce of the 
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Yatican, — which he hinuelf had ghren to Locj, hia first 
pledge of lore, and directed in her well-known hand to 

at the Bed Boot, 
Bristol-etreeti 

Belford. 

Well did William Marshall know this Mr. Willatto! WeL 
did he know and heartily did he despise this dandy of the Bed 
Boot, who — slim, civil and simpering, all rings and chains, 
smirks and grimaces, carls and essences — dd]^ped about in 
his second-hand coxcombry, as if the vending of earthly boots 
and shoes were too gross for so ethereal a personage, and 
g^us-slipper maker to Cinderella were his fitting designation ! 
William always had disliked him, in virtoe of the strong an- 
tipathy which opposite holds to oppoate ; and now to see a 
letter to him directed by Lacy, — his Lucy, — sealed too with 
that seal ! " Bat she woald explain it ! of coarse she woald ! 
she must, she shoald explain what motive she coald have for 
writing to such a creatare as that, after confessing her love for 
him, after all had been arranged between her father and him- 
self^ and everything was prepared for their marriage before the 
ensuing Christmas. He had a right to demand an explana- 
tion, and ought not to be content with anything short of the 
most ample and satisfactory account of the whole matter." 

Just as he had worked himself ap to the very climax of 
angry suspicion, his fair mistress, with her eyes cast down 
upon the grass, evidently in search of the lost letter, advanced 
slowly towards the spot. She started when she saw him, and, 
when he presented the epistle, with a greeting in the true 
spirit of the above soliloqay, in which a stem and peremptory 
demand for explanation was mingled with an ironical and 
contemptuous congratulation upon the correspondent whom 
she had chosen, her answer, between confusion at the discov- 
eiy* indignation at the jealousy so 0]^QDij v^Ofi^^ %&s^ v^rr^« 

25 
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tthment at tiia hi^ tone taken bj one wbo had hitkrto 
shown nothu^ but the gentlest tendernees, diipla jed so ma/k 
displeasoxe, yezation and embarrasBment, that the dlakgne 
grew r^idly into a qoarrel, and ended in a formal sep- 
aration between the lovers. Each party retumed home 
aqgiy and grieyedL William most angry, if we may jadge 
firom his sending the nnlncky filberts, basket and all, floatii^ 
down the stream ; Lacy most grieved, if the crmnpled letter 
and de&oed address, so nearly washed oat by her tears that it 
reqoired all the skill and experienoe of the Belfbrd postmas- 
ter to decipher the legend, may be accepted as evidence. 

In spite, however, of this token of her fond relenting, the 
first tidings that William Marshall heard of Lacy were that she 
had gone on a visit to her godmother, twenty miles off. Wil- 
liam, on his part, staid at home, instracting his pupils as wcU 
as he could. In spite of lovers' quarrels, the work of the 
world goes on. To be sure, the poor boys wondered why their 
master, usually so even-tempered, was so difficult to satisfj; 
and his fond mother could not comprehend why, when she 
spoke to him, her son, always so mindRil of his only remain* 
ing parent, answered at cross purposes. But William, 
although a lover, was a strong-minded man ; and before a 
week had elapsed he had discovered his own infirmity, and 
had determined to correct it. Accordingly he opened his 
desk, took out the map of an estate which he had just fin- 
ished measuring before the unlucky adventure of the hero of 
the lied Boot, and, having compared his own mensuration of 
the different fields with the estimated extent, and completed 
the necessary calculations, had just relapsed into a reveiy, 
when the interruption occurred which formed the beginning 
of our little story. 

Tap ! tap ! tap ! sounded once again, and this time a little 
impatiently. Tap! tap! tap! 

" Ah, my good cousin Kate ! " said \raiiam, at last'admit- 
ting the poor damsel, who hadinitjs^ thia onmeroiful while 



at the door, of which detentioii our lorer hid, one haidlj 
knows how, a glimmering oonsdoosness ; " I hope joa have not 
been long detained ! Why did not joa knock loader ? Do 
you want my modier ? No ; or yoa woold not hare oomie to 
the door of my little room. Toa want me, Elate, I see. So 
tell me at once what I can do for yoa." 

And, smiling, blushing and hesitating, Kate confeased "that 

she did want her coosin WUliam; that she had a letter " 

(William started and winced at the very soond) — "a letter 
to write ; and she was sach a poor scholar, and the friend 
who osed to write her letters was away ; so she had come to 
trouble Oousin William." 

" No trouble at all, dear Kate ! " replied William, recover- 
ing from his con{\ision, and too much occupied wi^ the recol- 
lections awakened by the very name of a letter to observe the 
embarrassment of his pretty visitor; "no trouble at all. 
Here is my paper ready. Now begin. Is it to your brother, 
in London ? " 

" O, no ! " replied the blushing damsel ; " not to my 
brother : to a friend.'* 

" Very well ! " said William. " The days draw in so fast 
that it will soon be dark. Begin, dear Kate ! " 

And, after a little hesitation, and playing with a folded 
letter that she held in her hand, Kate, in a very low, hesitat- 
ing voice, began to dictate : " Dear Francis " 

" Dear Frances,** echoed her amanuensis, unsuspectingly, in 
a still lower tone ; then pausing, and looking up, as expecting 
her to proceed. 

" Stop ! ** said Kate ; " only that it is wrong to give you 
the trouble to begin again — but that sounds so fbrmal ! *' 

" I think it does,** replied William, dashing his pen rapidly 
through the words ; " and the abbreviation is so pretty, too. 
There,** continued he : " Dear Fanny ! — that sounds as wdl 
again!" 
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" Fanny ! " ezdumed Kate, balf-lani^ng in the nudst of 
ber bloBbea. ** Fanny, indeed ! Why, Cousin William ! " 

And Cooffln William, awaking immediately to tlie penep- 
tion of the true state of the oaae, dashed oat the second be^ 
ning as rapidly as he had done the first, and, laughing with t 
very good grace at his own Btiq>idity, wrote this time, in M 
asBoranoe of being right, 

" Dear Frank ! " 

«« Fanny, forsooth ! " repeated Kate, still laughing. 

" Well, but, Kate, remember that I had never heard of 
this firiend of yours. To be sure it was very, very stupid. 
But now shall we go on with the letter ? or may I ask who 
this Frank— " 

" Fanny," interposed Kate, ardily. 

" Well ! who this Francis is ? Does my good aunt knov, 
dear Kate ? or — " 

*' O, yes, dear William ! Mother knows, and flEither knows, 
and both like him so much ! It has been kept a secret till 
now, because his friends are so much better-to-do in the world 
than miue ! for he is a tradesman, William, going into part- 
nership with hU late master ; they arc so much richer and 
grander than father, that we thought they might not like their 
eldest son to marry a poor working-girl. But ho said they 
would only look to good character, and so they say in this 
letter, and they have consented ; and he told them how joo, 
my own cousin, had got on by your own good conduct, Wil- 
liam, and how proud he was of knowing you " 

** I know him, then ! " interrupted William, with pleased 
curiosity. 

" Yes, to be sure ! Don't you remember our all drinking 
tea together at Farmer Wilmot's, last Sunday was three 
weeks ? Lucy knew it, all along." 

"Frank! Frank Willatts?" inquired WiUiam, eagerly. 
" Was it for you, then, that Lucy wrote that letter ? " 

" To be sure she did. And were you jealous of her, Wil- 
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iiam? And wa9 that why she went iway? 0, "Vraiiam, 
William! to be jealooB of dear,, good Looy, becauM she kept 
my secret ! O, Cousin William ! " 

Bat William was too happy to be very penitent, and Kate 
was too pleased and too busy to dilate upon his offonces. She 
had her letter to dictate, and, with a little help fix)m her 
willing amanuensis, a very pretty letter it was ; and so com- 
pletely in charity with all the world, e]q>ecially with the 
Franks of the world, was this amanuensis, that, before ho had 
finished Kate's epistle, he had written himself into such feel- 
ings of good-will towards her correspondent as to add a most 
friendly and cousinly postscript on his own aocount 

What were the contents of the far more ardent and elo- 
quent letter wMch William Marshall afterwards wrote, and 
whether he did or ^d not obtain his mistress* pardon for his 
jealousy, and its fruits, we leave to the imagination of our 
£stir readers. We, for our part, knowing the clemency of the 
sex, incline to think that he did. 



THE SIGNAL. 

** ICiM honor If 1117 life.** — Bhakifrabb 

" Bx waitiDg, soon after dark, my dearest Lecmora, at the 
balcoDj of your apartment, and when you see me holding up 
a torch in the Uttle boat upon the lake, steal unobserved, if 
possible, from the castle, and oome to meet me at the wate^ 
side. I must see yon; mnst pour my sorrows into your sym- 
pathizing bosom; most take leave of you — possibly forever! 

" Your unhappy brother, 
"Fernando Juan Gaelos db Guzsian." 

For the twentieth time. Donna Leonora read her beloved 
brother's letter, as she stood leaning upon the beautifully 
carved stone-work of the balcony, watdiing the appointed 
signal. Her husband was absent ; and the mystery in the 
delivery of the billet had excited the attention of her serving- 
maidens, Livia and Ursula, and had even awakened in their 
coarser minds — accustomed to the not xmfrequent flirtations 
of Spanish beauties — suspicions that their grave and high- 
minded lady, hitherto so inaccessible and so spotless, was, at 
last, about to listen at least to one amongst her innumerable 
admirers. The disguise of the letter-bearer, and the silence 
and secrecy of his own approach, were, so fiir as Don Garcia 
was concerned, wholly unnecessary. But Donna Leonora, 
aware of the untamed — perhaps untamable — impetuosity 
of her brother's character (an only brother, and most fondly 
beloved), and of his impatience of contradiction, and doubtful, 
abo, how &r what she had to hear mi^t be connected with 
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the political convuLdoiis of these troubled times, and oertain 
of her husband's just reliance upon her affection and prudence, 
resolyed to obey implicitly Don Femando's directions, to wait 
in the baloonj until she peroeiyed the signal^torch, and then 
to hasten to meet him by the edge of the lake. 

As she stood leaning on the carved stone-work, her guitar 
at her side, the beams of the full moon striking on her rich 
jewels and her commanding beauty, and illumining the splendid 
mansion of which she was the undii^uted mistress (from one 
of whose opened windows peeped forth the inquisitive and 
lauding serving-maidens), the contrast — that contrast so 
frequent in this world of contradictions — between the splen- 
dor and gayety of outward circumstances and the cares and 
anueties of the inner mind, the wide difference, in short, be- 
tween appearance and reality, was most strikingly exemplified. 
To the eye she was bright, fair, sweet and calm, as the flowers 
clustered in their sculptured vase, that waved above her head, 
diffusing beauty and firagranoe around her ; but, as the flower^ 
leaf is subject to influences from without, shaken by the ni^t- 
wind, and battered by the rain, so is that sentient and delicate 
blossom, the human heart, liable to be swayed by the diangcful 
gusts of passion and feeling ; and, even when in itself equable 
and firm, it is but too often torn and shattered by sympathy 
with the sufferings and injuries of the objects of its best affec- 
tions. And so it fared with the gentle Leonora at this mo- 
ment, when, awakening firom a long revery, occupied in vain 
guesses as to the purport of the letter which lay by her side, 
she glanced suddenly down towards the lake, and saw the 
ngnal-torch gleaming high above the waters. 

In a few minutes the brother and sister were standing 
together, in earnest conversation, beneath a group of cedar, 
and cypress, and Portugal laurel, through whose dark foliage 
the moonbeams struck in bright, fitful gleams, as the cool 
breeze of evening swayed the huge branches. 

" He insulted me, Leonora, before th^ "^toV^ -w^Bsassss^^-. 
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oftUed me a ruih, hoi-beaded boy ; and when I ieat Hm 
young Gonde de Merida to him, to demand an apology, or to 
appoint the time and weapons for a meeting, he refused to 
listen to him or answer him, otherwise than by saying that 
his i^;ard for my &ther*s memory, his old comrade in aiins» 
alone prevented him from putting me under arrest fiyr sendii^ 
a diallenge to my superior officer ; that for this time he fiv- 
gaye me, but that I had need look to it, for that the next 
breach of discipline should be visited upon me with all the 
rigor of military law. And thb from Manuel Hemandei to 
a descendant of the house of Guzman ! And he survives, and 
I survive ! And all redress is closed against me by militaiy 
discipline, forsooth ! Military discipline ! ! Well, I have re- 
moved that barrier, have thrown up my commission ; and if, 
upon my return to Madrid, he revise me the satisfaction thit 
I require, I will leave Spain — leave £arope ! The worid 
does not want wages in which the son of an old CastiliiB, 
even if he abandon his estates, his rank, his country, may 
win for himself enough to maintain life, without forfeitiiig 
that without which life is worthless — honor." 

<<Alas! my dearest Fernando, my most dear brother!*' 
exclaimed Donna Leonora, in the deepest affliction; ^eui 
you speak thus of leaving your country, of abandonizig the 
princely name and the princely home of our ancestors, of 
deserting now, in the moment when she most needs the defiaoe 
of every loyal cavalier, the young and innocent sovereign in 
the assertion of whose rights you took so vivid an interest ; 
above all, can you think of forsaking me ? True, I have a 
kind and an honorable husband ; but even his affection would 
not suffice for my happiness, if you^ the playmate of my child- 
hood, the companion and friend of my maturer years, my dear 
brother, my only living relation, were to become a wanderer 
and an exile ! Speak to my husband, Fernando ; he, too, is 
a soldier, and a noble Castilian ! Consult him. What was 
the commencement of this unlucky quarrel ? Don Manuel 



9H1 noxAii. 8994 

Henumdet luui a lorelj daughter, the Donna Serafina, re- 
specting whom he is known to be singnlarljr tenacious. Sorely, 
her name was not mentioned between je ? ** 

"His dao^ter, quotha!'' replied the fiery youth; "I 
never saw her, have hardly heard that such a person existed ! 
Don Diego Yelasquei and myself were speaking of a stranger, 
clearly a lady of distinction, a beauty whom we had met to- 
gether on the Prado, and whom I had subsequently seen, — 
ofiener, indeed, than I cared to tell him, — at early mass at the 
ohoroh of the Holy Trinity. He dared to compare with this 
angel, pure, dignified, gracious and graceful, — I have never 
spoken to her, but I am sure that she is all this ; there is an 
evidence of bearing and of countenance, to say nothing of the 
careful attendance of two old domestics, whose appearance 
▼ouches for the station and the character of their mistress, — 
he dared to compare with ker a Jewish girl, picked up in/ 
some of the alleys of the city ; and it was my indignation at 
this insult, offered to a virtuous lady, which provoked the 
interferenoe of Colonel Hemandes, who had entered unob- 
served during the dilute. Don Diego apologised. He is 
a dight boy ; a trivial jester, who would crack jokes at his 
mother's death-bed, or his Other's tomb; but Hernandez! 
And to refuse me all explanation, all redress ! To disgrace 
me before my comrades, and then to stand upon his seniority, 
his military discipline ! * The day would come,' he said, * when 
I should rqpent my violence.' Death will arrive before that 
day ! Farewell, my Leonora ! Women cannot comprehend 
these feelings. Schooled before all his officers ! And he ex- 
pects that I shall submit, — that I shall rejoin the regiment, 
to be pardoned, it may be, or schooled again ! * By St. Jago, 
the gentleman is modest ! Farewell, my precious sister, my 
own Leonora. May the Holy Virgin watch over you ! For- 
get me, my best Leonora ; I can never forget you." And he 
broke from her afifeotioDate embrace, leaped into the boat that 
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The reply to this injiiiiction was a shot frcmi Fernaodo's,' 
piBtol, which levelled the wretch to the earth. The fiiithful 
Joee seconded his master : the driver of the carriage and the' 
atteoding servants, enoooraged bj the unexpected saocor, ral- 
lied round their lady ; and in a few minutes the assailants, 
dismayed by the loss of their captain, and alarmed also by 
tte sound of horses advancing along the highway, fled the 
Held. 

- Don Fernando advanced to the trembling and frightened 
travellers (for there were two females ensconced in, the 
oal^e), whom he had rescued from worse than death. 

" The beauty of the Prado ! " cried he, in ecstasy ; *' the 
lovely devotee of the Holy Trinity ! " 

«( Serafina, my beloved daughter ! " exclaimed the newly- 
arrived cavalier, joining the group, — <*and you, senor, her 
'protector, her preserver, how can we repay such servioQs ? 
Don Fernando ! Is it, indeed, Don Fernando de Guzman ? " 

" Colonel Hernandez ! " — and, without their at all know- 
ing how it happened, the two brave hands were joined in tho 
most cordial grasp of affectionate amity. 

" Well, is not this better, now, than fighting for neither • 
could tell what?" said Don Manuel, after a few minutes 
passed in the warmest expressions of gratitude on the part of 
the father and daughter. " You will understand, my good 
young friend, that I had heard enough of your conversation 
with Don Diego to bo convinced that you were speaking of 
Serafina, without exactly knowing the degree or the manner 
of your acquaintance with her. This occasioned my taking 
up tho matter with undue warmth. Upon discovering, how- 
ever, how matters stood, I was actually on my road to your 
excellent sister, Donna Leonora, to commission her to mediate 
between us ; and, as you confess to having loft her in some 
trouble, why, I think, with your permission, we had better 
proceed thither now. She will forgive our untimely visit for 
the sake of its object.'' 
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lliere is UtUe need to say with how much delight I 
nando aoceded to this propofiition ; or how itfach bk 
cioos the olTer li^t of the moon, the lulling » 
wind and waters, and the balmy scent of the shru): 
hung heavy with the night-dew firom the romantio i 
the Sierra Ghiadarrama, seemed to the lover, when i 
at the side of his beloved. 

It was long past midnight when they arrived at tl 
to the unspeakable pleasure of its fidr mistress, and a 
the disappointment of her waiting-maids, who found, 
no small amaaement, that the cavalier of the signal-ti 
no oUier than th^ lady's own brother. 



sill ALLAN AND HIS DOG. 

" Thorcfure fils ago was as a lusty winter. 
Frosty, bat kindly.*' Soakspeare. 

"No, Oscar! no; joar young master is deor-stalking 
"tl^-daj. Don't you hear the gun, which has startled Jessy 
Qo wofully ? Ho does not want you just now, Oscar. His 
^icw, before firing that startling gun, — which, woe is me ! will 
Iiaye more than frightened the poor, pretty deer ; for Allan is 
Bach a shot, that he seldom misses his aim, — his view, before 
lie frightened Jessy, and awakened the echoes and brought 
^wn the red deer with that sudden shot, was to creep 
towards them quietly and stealthily. He does not want the 
good hound Oscar to-day ! Oscar must stay with his mis- 
tress." And, as the lovely Agnes Macdonald spoke coaxingly 
these coaxing words, her small, fair hand thrown around 
Oscar's neck as he stood beside her, the noble animal looked 
up in her face with his bright, intelligent eyes, delighting in 
the sweetness of the voice, comprehending, or seeming to 
comprehend, the meaning of the words, and acquiescing most 
contentedly in her decision. There was, certainly, no great 
hardship in standing at the side of Agnes Macdonald, the 
beautiful and the kind ; and with looks that spoke, as plainly 
as looks oould speak, his affection and his gratitude, her 
honest and &ithM fiiyorite (somewhat of the largest and 
xoughest for a lady's pet) lay down in calm and quiet happi* 
neflB at her feet. 
Her fidr oompanion, the high-bom and gcaoefiil Jeaqr 
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Stewart, wbo, startled, as Agnes had truly said, at the sod- 
den sound of Allan Maodonald's gun, had been standing 
in some dismay behind her firiend, now that the shock wis 
passed advanced smilingly, and found a seat on the bank 
beside her. 

*' How fond you are, Agnes, of that huge dog ! What 
would the exquisites who hovered round you in London and 
in Paris say, if they saw you, in flQl dress too, not as I am, 
snooded and plaided like a Highland lassie, with your jew- 
elled hand resting upon that shaggy head, and his long, 
rough body reclined upon the satin skirt ? What would they 
say to that, * my dainty leddie,' as old Annot is wont to call 
you ? " 

"And what matters what they say or think, Jessy?** 
responded the warm-hearted maiden, kindling into a dignity 
of youthfiil beauty and unconscious stateliness, pure, delicate 
and graceful, as the attitude of a swan upon mountain or 
lake, or the station of a doe amongst her native glens. 

" What oaro I for the exquisites of Paris or of London ? 
Not half as much as for the mountain posy which you have 
been collecting — the harebell, and the heather-sprig, and our 
own elegant and abundant Scottish rose. What is the wordi 
of a < wilderness of* such < monkeys,' compared to that of our 
noble, faithful Oscar ? What would be the amount of their 
services in a whole century, measured with those which he 
has rendered to us ? Why, did you never hear,** continued 
Agnes, observing the surprised look with which her iriend 
regarded her evident excitement, — " did you never hear of 
poor Oscar's exploits in the hard wint^, five years back ? 
No ; you were in Germany at the time ; and it was before 
Allan's attachment and your return of affection (nay, Jessy, 
a princess would have no cause to blurfi for loving such a 
man as my brother), — it was before this afl^nce, so gratifying 
to us all, had given you a daughter's interest in the affiiirs of 
war house. If you are not afraid of a long story, I will tell 
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yoa irhy it is iliai» from tha ddeet to th« youngeet, we all 
consider Oscar, not merdj as a noble animal, but a bene- 
fiustor and a friend. 

** Yon know the pride and deli^ of oar &milj, mj little 
sister Jean ; but yon did not know the beloTed and yenerable 
relatiye, my dear and excellent grand&ther, of whom she 
was, from the moment die oonld totter across the room, dimb 
into his lap, and hang prattling round his neck» the prime pet 
and faYorite. He doted upon the sturdy, hardy, merry little 
girl, with her joyous smile, and her joyous temper, so fearless, 
open, frank, and kind ; and she, in her turn, idolised the 
fioe, cheerful, benevolent old man, her most alert playmate 
and most indulgent friend ! O ! how they loyed each other ! 
And what a picture it was to see them together ! He, at 
nearly eighty, still uprigjht, robust and vigorous in form, with 
a regular, oval countenance, high, noble features, hasel eyes, 
bright and keen as a fidcon's, a mouth of feminine sweetDcss, 
a fine open forehead, a magnificent bald head, and long curl- 
ing hair, as white as the snow on Ben Nevis, contrasting with 
his clear, ruddy complexion, the very hue of a ripe peach. 
O, what a sight it was to see that beautiful old man, so full 
of health, and life, and glee, and kindliness, tossing about 
that rosy, laughing child with the activity of youth ! never 
weary of humoring her pretty fimcies, and going even beyond 
her in innocent mirth, and fun, and frolic. How Jeanie loved 
him ! How we all loved him, the dear and venerable man ! 
so generous and frank, so openheartod and guileless himself, 
BO unsuspicious of guile in others! so full of honorable 
thoughts and dbinterested and affectionate feelings! how 
proud we all were of a relative whose cheerful and vener- 
able age accorded so well with his virtuous and active youth ! 

** The Southrons, estimating little except the conventional 
benefits of wealth or station, are apt to sneer at our pride of 
ancestry ; and perhaps we may a little overvalue that mere 
string of names, that long roll of parchmieni« «b ^e4i^sf»A\ V^&&^ 
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a progenitor like Sir Allan Maodonald, or, as he prefiaired to 
be called, Kilbumie, — a living example £»r all that is tme^ 
and just, and honorable, and kind, — cannot be too hi^j 
appreciated. His &milj, his clansmen, his yery oonntiy- 
men, were prond of the good old man, whose sweet and 
genial temperament diffused gayety and happiness aroond 
him. He was a blesmng to the whole country. Yon will be 
a happy woman, Jess^, if my dear brother, the heir of his 
estates and his name, should (as Heayen grant he may!) fulfil 
the promise of his youth, and inherit also the frank and inn- 
niog virtues to which his grandfather owed his extensive and 
remarkable popularity. 

" Sir Allan being a widower, and my mother a widow, she 
and her three children, Allan, Jeanie and myself, lived with 
him at Kilbumie ; Jeanie, younger than either of us by ten 
years, and a posthumous child, being, as I have said, his 
playmate and companion ; whilst Oscar, then in his prime, 
whom my grandfather, still a keen sportsman, valued above 
all greyhounds for his speed (if my venerable kinsman, in his 
universal candor and charity, had a prejudice, it was against 
the sleek, high-bred, fine-limbed dogs, which form the pride 
of the southern courser, and Oscar had won a cup £rom a 
round dozen of competitors from Newmarket, brought on 
purpose to oppose him), and whom Jeanie delighted in for 
his gamesomeness, was the constant attendant of their long 
rambles. 

'* In spring, summer, autumn and winter, in every season, 
and in all weathers, would the active old man sally forth 
with the hardy little girl, sometimes holding him by the 
hand, or when weary carried in his arms, and the good 
hound Oscar bounding on before them. He had an inno- 
cent pride in dropping in with Jeanie in his hand at houses 
at a considerable distance, particularly at the residences of 
his daughters and grandchildren (for his daughters, older 
than my &ther, an only son, and early married, had scattered 
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his desoendanta orer the coontiy), and replying, with a 
chuckling glee, when qnestioned about horses and servants, 
' that he had walked ; that he left such efl^inades as coaches 
and flunkeys to those who needed them, and was ready to 
dance a reel with the youngest lassie present; and it should 
go hard but he would tire her down : and Jeanie hersel' will 
keep it up with any lad of her inches; won't you, Jeanie ?' 
and the vaunt would end by the good old man tossing Jeanie 
upon his shoulder, and cutting the Highland fliog to his own 
music. 

"This was his delight: a ball was nothing without his 
presence. If you had but seen the nod and the wink, the ful- 
ness of his glee, the overflow of his good-humor, his archness 
in suspecting and sagacity in detecting which lad and lassie 
would like to come together for the dance ; ay, and some- 
times for longer than the dance ! How he would reconcile 
old feuds, and cement new friendships; ay, and how he would 
use the influence of age, and character, and property, even to 
the very stretch of his interest, to smooth dijfficulties, and 
turn dim and distant wishes into present realities! Many 
a hopeful youth has owed his prosperity, many a gentle 
maiden her happiness, to the unwearied benevolence of the 
kind and merry Sir AlUn. 

"One Christmas he went to Olenmore, accompanied, as 
usual, by Jeanie and Oscar, to keep the birthday of his 
favorite daughter. Lady Macleod. My brother was detained 
at home by a slight indisposition ; and the weather was so 
severe, that my mother, always delicate, was afraid to venture, 
I myself being too young to be r^ularly introduced, and too 
tall to pass for a child. Sir Allan had fixed to return on 
New-Year's eve, the succeeding day being always one of high 
festivity at Kilburnie, the servants and neighbors dining in 
the great hall, and ihe whole castle being alive with festivity 
and jollity. 

" It was an occasion on which we &li tk^l^^m^s^i^Vsi^^^^ 

26 
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unwilliDg to absent himself, and yet the day fixed for his 
return was bo tremendons, that we took for granted Lady 
Macleod would detain her honored guest at Olenmore. Snow 
had fiillen during the whole of the preceding night, aooom- 
panied by a drifting wind, so that to send carriages and 
horses was impraotioable ; every yestige of the road, s wild 
mountain track at best, was impassable, or my brother would 
have gone under the pretence of fetching Jeanie; for we all 
knew well that the only shade that ever crossed the bright- 
ness of our dear grandfather's countenance was occaaoned 
by his sui^ieion of being taken care o^— ^an affront which 
the hardy sportsman would have regarded with as mudi 
jealousy and displeasure as would be evinced by a veteran 
of the wars at any precaution that should imply a doubt of 
his personal prowess. 

** This consideration alone deterred my brother from setting 
forth to Glenmore in person ; and as the day grew wUdcr and 
wilder, all around, hill, plain and valley, covered with a sheet 
of fragile, glittering white, with scarcely an hour's intermis- 
sion of incessant snowfall, and the night closed in with bitter 
gusts of wind, which blew the froxen and feathery particles 
against the face with blinding violence, even my mother, a 
nervous and timorous woman, with a revered parent and a 
beloved child at stake, made up her mind to believe that, as 
it was evidently impossible that the expected guests would 
reach Kilbumie Castle on the morrow, its master would be 
content to remain where he was. Weather less formidable, 
so that it might have afforded some chance of his finding the 
road, or some probability of the arrival of his guests the next 
day, would have been more alarming. To have stirred out 
in such a fiill as this seemed impossible. So we went to bed 
in comfort. 

" About an hour afler midnight we were awakened by a 
tremendous noise at the gate of the castle, a mixture of scratch- 
ing and howling. Upon openiuf^ the door, it was found to 
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bo OUT friend Oscar, who, instantly singling oat my brother, 
leaped upon him with a piteous cry, and then went on a little 
way beyond the gate, returning to see if Allan followed him 
(who delayed a few minutes to famish himself with a lantern, 
and men with hurdles, mattresses, and ropes), pulling him by 
the coat-skirts with the most argent whine, wagging his tail 
when he began to move, and enticing him forward by every 
means in hb power. O, I shall never forget the poor dog's 
piteous ways, his trembling earnestness, his eager looks, and 
the expression of his anxious ory, — no human voice could 
have conveyed his meaning more distinctly. Never shall I 
forget that moment, nor the hour of agoniiing suspense that 
followed." 

" They were saved 1 " inquired Jessy, anxiously, breaking 
silence for the first time. 

*' Oscar led his party to a hollow by the hillnude, about 
three miles distant ; and there the venerable old man was 
found leaning against the rook in a half-recumbent posture, 
so as to shelter ihe child, who was clasped to his bosom. The 
snow was gathering around them. Sleep had crept upon 
both, and, in another hour, all help would have been unavail- 
ing." 

« But they were saved 1 " again inquired Jessy. 

<* Thanks to Oscar's fidelity and intelligence, they were. 
By proper care, they both recovered sufficiently to dance at 
the proposed festival on Old New- Year's Day. Our dear 
grandfather lived in health and happiness until last year, just 
before we had the happiness of renewing our friendship with 
your family ; and Jeanie is, you know, as lively and as life- 
like a little personage as treads this most excellent earth. 
And now, my dearest Jessy, do you wonder that Oscar — look 
at him, poor fellow, he knows that we are talking of him ! — 
do you wonder that this noble and sagacious animal should 
be my pet ? " 



THE CARTEL. 

« Jailtr, look to him ; — toll not mo of noi^ I ** 



<* Flee, I beseech fhee, Isidore ! If the peace and comfort 
•— (why do I name such words ?) — if fhe yerj existence of 
ibj poor wife be dear to thee — I implore thee, flee ! Bjr the 
memory of onr young loves, by the happy days we have 
known together — by that closer and dearer tie, the sorrows 
that we have shared — by the precious boy at whose coach 
we watched in vain — by the smiling girl who now lies lapped 
in the unconscious sleep of infancy — by the dead for whom 
we mourned — and by that living blessiDg whom Gk>d in his 
mercy sent to compensate that mighty woe, — by a father*s 
hopes and a father *s duties, I cod jure thee, flee ! See, I am 
tall — the cloak hangs nearly as low over thy ankles ss 
over mine, thou need'st but droop a little thy manly form 
as if in grief — ! what wife could walk erect from the 
prison of her husband ! — thou hast but to draw the capote 
over thy brow, and to let &11 the veil, and hold thy handker- 
chief to thy eyes, — alas ! did I ever leave thee other than 
weeping ? — and thou wilt pass undiscovered* Or, suffer me 
to arrange this hair, and thou may est defy detection. Dost 
thou not remember how often in our wooing days we have 
passed for brother and sister ? How often thou thyself hast 
vowed, when thy comrades have been vaunting the delicate 
bloom of their blue-eyed maidens, that thou didst rather prize 
the swart skin and jetty eye of the rich south than the dainty 
red-and-white of their rose-lipped beauties. Alas ! it was 
the love in that eye th&t^itsa ^^ hfiact. And canst thou 
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now resist ita appeal, now that lore and lift hang npon thy 
consent ? Flee, my Isidore ! if thy wife, if tiiy ohild, be dear 
to thee, wrap thee in this disguise and flee ! " 

" And leave thee here to perish ! " 

** Nay, my hndband, nay ! not to perish, bat to join thee 
speedily in some distant land, and live a calm and blissfnl life 
in safety and in freedom. Wrap thyself in this doak, and 
away. Away, then, I conjnre thee ! The patrol will soon 
go their rounds, and the sentinel who is now on duty will be 
dianged. Nay, I have not taken him into our ooonsel. Look 
not reproaohfolly. Bat well I know that Andr6 Duval will 
show naught but respect and sympathy when he sees me, or 
one whom he takes for me, pass in sorrow from the place. 
Dally no longer. Lisette waits without to condact thee to 
her mother's abode, one of the old niches about Notre Dame, 
where thdu mightest be safe for ages, lliere thou shalt stay 
until the search be passed, and then we will depart fbr Amer- 
ica. Nay, wherefore shake thy head ? I shall be safe and 
free. Be sure of thai The imperial Josephine, althou^ 
even she may not venture to intercede for one who has so 
trausgressed the hard, iron martial law as to diallaige a supe- 
rior officer, will yet full surely protect her £Eivored hand- 
maiden — one whose wedding she was graciously pleased to 
honor with her presence — firom the effects of her wifely 
love. Alas ! was I not the wretched cause of this calamity ? 
Is it not through thy love for me that thou art still in prison? 
and wilt thou deny me the blessed privilege of setting thee 
free?" 

And, no longer able to resist her persuaaons, Colonel de 
Gourbillon did submit to array himself in Addle's garments, 
and, having safely passed the sentioel on guard, was in a few 
minutes following the stops of Mademoiselle Lisette from the 
prison of La Force to the precincts of Notre Dame. 

The escape was complete and successful ; but an unexpected 
circamstanoe rendered poor Ad&e'a ttoAA^gso^'os^''^^^^^)^^'^^ 
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replaced Indole once igun in his dungeon, and in all tbe 
peril attendant upon a breaoh of military law under the iron 
rule of Napoleon. 

***** 

It mui a right queenly ohamber that boudoir, into whioh 
the soft air of an April morning 8U>le bo wooin^^j ; and yet 
its pervading beauty qpoke rather of eleganoe than of iplei^ 
dor. The prevailing taste of its fidr and gentle mistrefla waa 
everywhere visible. Flowers, pictured to the life by the deft 
needle of the embroideress, bordered the pale pink hangingi 
which shed a tender blush over the apartment; flowers, bright 
from the loom of Arras, seemed strewn in gay oonfusion over 
the ru^ but delicate carpet; flowers, fresh from the dewy 
gardens, glowed in the flower-painted jars of Sevres porcelain 
which crowded the marble tables, whilst plants, the fairest and 
choicest of the hot-house and conservatory, were grouped in 
alabaster vases, catching the soil light of the veiled windows. 

On a Grecian couch, near a half-curtained recess, sat a 
gracious and graceful lady, the fitting inmate of this scene of 
enchantment. Her dress, even to the lilies in her bosom and 
the Provence rose in her hand, was of pure and spotless white, 
the most exquisite in texture and most becoming in form. 
Her shape and features were faultless in contour and expres- 
sion. K the bloom of youth were faded, it was more than 
replaced by sweetness and sensibility. At the moment of 
which we write, that lovely countenance wore the gentlest look 
of pity, as she addressed a sad and weeping lady, who had just 
been admitted to her presence : — 

" Ma pauvre Adelo ! I had hoped and believed that you 
were still the joyful occupant of your husband's prison. I 
never thought to be so sorry to see you at St. Cloud. Colonel 
de Ck)urbillon is then retaken ? '' 

"Not retaken, may it please your Majesty; he accom- 
plished his escape in safety, and reached a retreat where he 
might have remained undiscovered until the day of doom; 
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bat tlie sentind who watched the door of his cell on the ere- 
ning of hlB departure was to be held responsible fer his pris- 
oner. Had not Isidore sorrendered himself, that poor soldier 
most have now been the yictim ; and, dearly as I lore m j 
husband, or, rather, beoaose I do Ioyc him dearly, I ooold not 
haye wished him so savedL He is again in prison, and the 
sentinel firee.** 

M Was that sentinel an aooomplioe in the escape ? ^ 

" No, on my word of honor, gracious madam. He was my 
fbeter-brother, the son of my good old nnrse, and would not, 
as we well knew, raise the veil or pnll away the handkerdiief 
from, as he sapposed, a weeping wife, as a roomier warder 
miglit have done ; but we took more than oomnum pains to 
preserve him from all suspicion of oar plans, for his sake and 
oar own. Poor Andre ! he, at least, will escape." 

'< And, afler all, what was the cause of this unhappy diaU 
lenge?" 

<* Alas, alas ! royal madam, I was the thrice unhappy and 
most unconscious cause ! Walking on the Boulevard Italien with 
Madame le Yasseur, General Yillaret^ heated, as he says, by 
wine, and mistakmg me for my cousin, Pauline de St Brie 
(your Imperial Majesty has often noticed otur sister*like re- 
semblance), to whom, as it now appears, he has been for some 
months secretly married, accosted me in a manner wMch occa- 
sioned me the most lively alarm. My husband came up at 
the moment ; the general, certainly not himself, and hardly 
aware of his mistake, treated the matter with provoking lev- 
ity. Madame lo Yasseur's presence and my tears put, for 
the time, an effectual check on Isidore. He hurried us home, 
and then wrote that unhappy letter, — that challenge to a 
superior officer, — which, fiilling, I hardly know how, into the 
hands of the minister at war, constitutes the sole and fatal 
proof of his breach of martial law ; for General Yillaret, as 
much distressed as man can be, and full of self-blame and self- 
accusation, denies all recollection, except of his own miscaa- 
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daot. O, if Uiat &tal letter eodd be xegamed or destzoyed! 
or if the real facts of the caae could be brought under the 
nodce of him in whose word will lie the final sentenoe, — tiie 
awM doom of life or death ! O, if he could know the pro?- 
ooation, the palliation ! he, that soul of honor, who hdda his 
imperial consort's pnrily as the bzi^^itest jewel of his crown. 
How often have we heard him quote Caesar's axiom — ** 

Here a slight moyement of caution, and perhaps of nneao^ 
ness, on the part of Josephine, and a ncnse like the mstlii^ 
of papers, suddenly stopped Adele's {headings, and directed 
her attention to the half-curtained recess. It c^>6ned on a 
small turret-chamber, fitted up as a private study ; and at a 
writing-table, folding a letter, sat a gentleman, plainly dressed 
in a single-breasted green coat, a white kerseymere waistcoat, 
and the ribbon of the legion of honor at his button-hole. His 
little cocked hat was on a chair at his side ; and, although his 
noble head was bent over the letter which he was folding, 
Adele felt, at once, that it was no other than Napoleon. Pa- 
pers were strewed before him, and, amongst these, the eyes of 
the trembling wife rested upon her husband's well-known 
writing, the challenge upon which his fate and hers depended. 

The emperor paused in his occupation, and applied to his 
snufP-box for his habitual luxury ; his countenance was calm 
and untroubled, and, but for a momentary glance towards the 
curtained doorway, it might haye been doubted if he were 
conscious that he was not alone. 

" Speak ! " whispered Josephine, encouragingly. " Plead 
your husband's cause." 

Five minutes before, Madame de Oourbillon would hare 
given her right hand for such an opportunity. Now it had 
arrived, and, between reverential awe of her great master and 
the tremendous interest which she had at stake, she knelt be- 
fore him, weak and wordless as a child. 

" Pardon, sire, pardon ! " Her voice died away, and, had 
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not a paflEdoQ of tean oome to idieve her, cihe wotdd have 
fikinted. 

Napoleon made no answer. He was about to seal the let- 
ter whidi he had folded, and, selecting a paper from the 
table, he first nsed it to li^t the wax taper whidi stood in a 
ridily-diased golden candlestick bj his nde, and then flung it 
into the braaer, tappii^ his snuff-box as he watdied the burn- 
ing f iragme n t s , and glancing upon the happ j wife and her sym- 
pathising mistress, with a smile ezquinte in its sweetness and 
beauty. Perhaps, at that moment, his sensations were the 
most aiviable of the three. 

Need I say that the paper whidi he had destroyed was the 
only proof of Iddore's guilt — the all-important cartel? 



THE RETURN FROM THE FAIR, 

** For lore thou know *flt if Aill of jealouqr.** 



It was on a bright, balmy eyeniDg towards the end of Jalj, 
that half the population of this sunn j side of Berkriiiie were 
pouring through the suburbs of Belford R^is, on their reton 
from the annual festival popularly called the Cherry Fair, 
because it forms the great mart for the waggon-loads of that 
luscious fruit, which blacken the orchards, skirt the beech- 
woods, and dot the commons, of that wild and beautiful tract 
of country which runs along the northern banks of the 
Thames. Carriages of every variety, from the lordly landau 
(our story bears date some five-and-forty years back), with its 
four prancing steeds and its livened outriders, to the humble 
caravan crowded with women and children, already fretful 
from the fatigue which, in lower as in higher life, treads so 
close upon the heels of pleasure ; all sorts of wheeled vehi- 
cles, — chariots, phaetons, curricles, gigs, and carts ; horse- 
men of every rank, and foot-people of all ages and denomina- 
tions ; some tipsy, some sober, some merry, some sad, all came 
pouring from the fair ; and the stir and movement of the 
different groups, the sound of so many passengers, talking 
laughing, hallooing and whooping, mingled with the distant 
noises of the scene of action, where the ringing of bells, the 
beating of drums, the lowing of cattle, and the blowing of 
trumpets, contended with, and, at times, nearly overpowered, 
the mingled hum of the multitude, formed a scene, which, 
lighted by the bri^ti\>QaxnE q'^ «im^snsamac sun, and fanned 
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bj tlie pleasant evening breeze, had eomething peculiarly 
exhilarating in its aspect and character. 

Standing npen the hill which parte Belford Begie firom 
Aberleig^ and looking towards the old town, its towers and 
steeples ^ttering in the sunshine, its yenerable buildings 
mingled with groves and gard^is, and crowned with terraces 
of a lighter and gayer style of architecture, the clear waters 
of the Kennet spanned by noble bridges and crowded with 
barges and pleasare-vessels, whilst river, bridges, streets and 
quays, were all alive with the gay and stirring population, 
rolling its apparently inexhaustible tides upward from the 
good town, and then onward through broad avenues and 
tufted lanes, into the nei^boring oountry beyond ; looking 
firom the point, it was scarcely possible finr the coldest ob- 
server not to be gratified by a spectacle so full of innocent, 
al^ough somewhat boisterous, gayetjr, and widenspreading 
enjoyment. 

Among the most gratified of these spectators was a some- 
what stem-looking dame, who sat in her own porch before a 
small farm-house, j.ust without the suburbs of Belford Regis, 
and took off her spectacles, and laid amde her knitting, to 
survey her pretty granddaugliter Susan, who, followed by 
two fine boys, her brothers, one beating most lustily a child's 
drum, the other shouldering with great pride and valor a toy- 
mudcet, approached slowly from the fiiir. 

Susan Wharton was one of the prettiest lasses of the 
oountry side, and her sweetness and modesty equalled her 
beauty. She and her brothers were orphans, but had been 
carefully brought up by her fi&ther's mother, the venerable 
matron of the knitting-needle and the spectacles, who, having 
a small but excellent pasture-fimn close to the town, and 
being an active, stirring, bustling dame, accomplished in all 
the arts of the dairy, contrived to make a good living for 
herself and her grandchildren by supplying the inhabitants 
with cream, milk, butter, and other pastoral luxuries. Lone 
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woman ihoaf^ die were, the world liad gone well with h«; 
and she had scarcely known a care since the sodden and al- 
most simultaneons death of her son and her son's wife, exoepti 
indeed, the dread occasioned b j the perversit j and headstroDg 
temper of Bobert Goring, her pretty granddaoghter's fiiyoied 
suitor, who, whenever a fit of jeabney came across him, which 
was far oftener than ou^t to have occurred, considering the 
reserve and prudence of his isLit mistress (but when did jeal- 
ousy listen to reason ?}, was sure to avenge himself by threat- 
ening to turn soldier ; a threat, of all others, most grievous 
to Dame Wharton's ears, whose eldest grandson, havizig en- 
listed during his Other's life, had thereby occasoned to his 
affectionate relatives a species of trouble and anxiety unknown 
in the traditions of that peaceful jGunily since the time of a 
certain Kupert Wharton, some great-great-great-grand£Bkther 
of poor James, who had followed the fortunes of hia illustri- 
ous namesake, and fallen in the king's service during the civil 
wars. 

Jem's delinquency, and the threat to follow his example so 
frequently held out by Kobert Goring, had so strongly int' 
pressed Dame Wharton's imagination, that her natural pride 
and pleasure at the sight of her blooming grandchildren was 
somewhat lessened by the martial array in which the two 
boys presented themselves. 

** I suppose it 's some foolish present of Bobert Goring's," 
said the good dame to her faithful adherent, Jenny Stubbs, a 
short damsel, who assbted in the care of the cows, as well as 
in carrying milk and butter about the town, and had been left 
to attend her mistress during the absence of her grandchil- 
dren ; <' it 's certainly some folly of Robert's, for I am sure 
that Susan would never have given the boys such nonsensical 
toys, fit only to put war, and soldiering, and such nonsemncal 
notions, into their heads, poor children ! But where is 
Bobin ? " added she, as Susan approached ; '* and what ring 
is that upon your finger ? You have not gone to ohurch 
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withoat leave or license, to be sore, Susan, now that all 's 
arranged for yoor being married at Christmas, when Bobert 
18 settled in his own little farm ? I wonder what his uncle, 
Master Goring, the cooper, who has been as good as a father 
to him, would saj to that. Speak, child, can't yon ? Are 
you married ? — yes or no ? or has Bobert bought the ring 
beforehand, and got you to put it on in this way to make a 
&o\ of your old grandmother ? " 

" No, indeed ! " returned Susan. " I would not have done 
anything so disrespectful to you, grandmother, for twenty 
Bobins. This is no wedding-ring." 

" No ? ** said her grandmother, assunung her i^ectacles to take 
a second view of the slender finger and the glittering gem which 
encircled it ; and comparing both with her own hard, ruddy 
hand. " No ! " exclaimed she, eying it more intently, " this 
gimcrack is n't such a ring as I was married with. But why 
dost wear it upon thy wedding-finger, child ? and who gave it to 
thee ? Eh ? Bobin ? Ah ! he 's a foolish boy, to throw away 
so much money. I warrant it cost a good half-guinea. And 
the boys and their nonsense ! Ah ! those young heads ! I war* 
rant he 's been finely cheated ! Bobert bought it in the fair ? " 

** No, indeed, grandmother ! " responded Susan. 

"Not Bobert! Who, then?" inquired Dame Wharton, 
with great sternness. " How dare you accept a present from 
any one else ? Ah, child ! child ! she that takes rings firom 
fresh acquaintance little deserves that an honest man should 
seek to put one upon her wedding-finger. Who gave it to 
you, hussy ? speak, I say ! Who gave you the ring ? " 

** I must not tell you his name, dear grandmother," began 
Susan, with great agitation ; ** I have promised not to tell ! 
You wrong me, grandmother ! indeed you do ! " sobbed the 
weeping beauty. *' It was no fresh acquaintance ! Indeed, 
indeed, it was not ! but I cannot tell his name. I have prom- 
ised not to tell any one, not even Bobert or you ! " 

"Athk me," interrupted the young gentleman with the 
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miuket, interposiiig betsween his angry grandmoth^ and hii 
finghtened sister, with an alacrity and boldness of bearing 
which, together with his readiness and shrewdness of q>eech, 
contrasted laughably with an infantine li^, from which Ned, 
his younger brother (he of the drum), was perfectly firee. 

«Athk me, gwandmother, and don't thoold poor thither 
Thuthan! Athk me; I know the whole thtowy," porsoed 
MastOT Willy, shifting his weapon most energetically with both 
hands from shoulder to shoulder. 

*< Brother Jem the soger 's come to Belfind! " bawled Ned, 
shouting at the top of his voice, to OTcroome the noise of hii 
owndrunu 

" Teth," resumed TTilly, <« when bwother Diem put the 
wing on thither Thuthan*th finger, he pwomithed to make a 
dwommer, — a weal dwummer, not a tham, like Ned, but a 
weal dwummer " 

" And me a fifer ! " shouted Ned, still accompanying him- 
self with his noisy instrument. 

<< Ath thoon ath ever I wath ath tall ath the muthket ; 
pwovided," resumed this discreet keeper of secrets, '* pwo- 
vided we never thaid a thyllable of hith being at the &ir ! A 
' weal dwununer ! think of that ! " 

" And a real fifer ! " 

*< Dwummer and fifer, fifer and dwummer ! " shouted the 
boys in chorus. *< And bwother Dzem can make me a dwum- 
mer," added Master Willy, in a confidential ^diii^r addressed 
to his grandmother, " for he 'th a therdzeant and wearth a 
thwath ! — a therdzeant with a thilk thwath ! " 

" Not silk," interposed Ned ; « worsted." 

" Thilk, I thay! " rejoined Willy. 

And, the one beating a grand tattoo, and the other should^^ 
ing arms, off the two boys marched, each shouting at the top 
of his childish voice, "Thilk!" "Worsted!" "Worsted!" 
" Thilk ! " until the sound was lost in the distance. 

" Jem a swgiBaaQt I and a.1 B«A&td I But why not come here. 
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Stuntn ? and why desire yon to keep his being there a secret ? 
I dont see any wisdom in such secrets," said the good dame, 
afaaking her head. And poor Bobin, — what 11 he say, I won- 
der f And why doea Jem deaire yon to wear this foolish ring ? 
It 's enoo^ to make the lad enlist in good earnest" 

** Why, dear grandmother, that 's the very thing that Jem 
wants ; not that he shonld enlist in reality, grandmother, nor 
that he diould go for a soldier', but to onre him of these 
threats and jealousies. Somebody told James, who came to 
Bdford this morning recrtdting, how foolish Robin had been 
about Hany Goddard and G^rge Elton, and everybody who 
spoke to me or looked at me, whether I spoke to them or 
not. So, when I met him, and — O dear, grandmother, what 
a fine stately man he is grown ! — and when he found me out 
(for he hardly knew me at first), and had kissed me and 
hugged the boys, — how pleased he was with Willy ! — he in- 
sisted on my taking this ring, which he received from some 
great lady to whom he had done a service abroad, andbrou^t 
it here that it might be sold and serve for my marriage por- 
tion ; he insisted on my wearing it on my wedding-finger, and 
not satisfying Bobin's curiosity further than by telling him 
solemnly that no lover gave it to me ; so that either he might 
put such a trust in my word and my truth as a husband ought 
to put — or, if that were too good to happen, that he might 
enlist in James* own party, and so be let off to-morrow, after 
having a good fright. I was not willing to play poor Robin 
such a trick ; for you know, dear grandmother, there was lit- 
tle chance if he saw the ring but he would fly off; only James 
insisted on the misery of a jealous husband — and so — " 

*<And 80 Robert did see the ring, and did fly off? I 
thought something was amiss, when you came home without 
him," said the grandmother. 

" Yes ! " sighed Susan, " he did see the ring, poor fellow! 
as soon as over he rejoined me. He had been to help his aunt 
and oousins into their cart when I met James ; he did aee the 



ring, and asked me over and over again how I oame by it, 
and who gave it to me. Willy and Ned were gone with 
James to see Punch and the wild beasts, or else — bat I had 
promised James not to telL And, thank Heaven, Bobert 
said nothing of ft"Hfrfing this time. So that I hope all wiB 
gori^t" 

«( Heaven send it may ! " sud her carefol grandame ; ** baft 
I love no secrets, and playing at enlisting is playing with 
edge-tools. Hearken, Susy ! if Bobert should come here to- 
ni^t, send him to me. I must go see after the Hkimming ; " 
and, with a nod as eloquent as Lord Burlei^'s, the good 
dame repaired to her dairy. 

Susan, although somewhat comforted by Dame Wharton's 
last speech, could not quite get rid of certain apprdiensions 
that duDg about her. She hummed unconsciously her grand- 
mother's favorite ditty — 

" I hato yon dram's disoordaat aonnd. 
Parading round, and round, and round '*— 

whenever the distant noise of the recruiting-party readied 
her from the town, or the din of poor Ned's new toy echoed 
through the mansion; and over and over again did she 
lament the attractions of Punch, and of the lions, elephants 
and monkeys, which had detained Willy from her side at a 
moment when his genius for explanations would have been in- 
valuable to her unhappy lover ; for, accustomed to love Bob- 
ert, faults and all, and almost persuaded to consider his rash 
and violent, but often repented and easily appeased jealousy, 
as a proof of the strength of his passion, the soft-hearted 
beauty was more alive to the danger of losing her betrothed 
than to the peril in which this solitary failing might place her 
future happiness. She even contemplated the possibility of 
sending Willy in quest of her luckless swain ; but again the 
great show of wild boasts stood in her way. It had so hap- 
pened that poor Bobin hixs^ao^f^ «i^&^s ^neroUs, especially to 
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8, whom their faster lo7ed so dearlj, had presented 
) Christinas before with a Dutch toj called a Noah's 
nsisting of a ooriously-fashioned compound of boat 
se, filled not merely with the quainUj-habited wooden 
representmg the patriarch's family, attired with an 
ie of apparel and a splendor of coloring which did 
) the Hollander's fiincy, but with a yariety of pairs 
lis decked in hues almost as splendid and quite as un- 
ire as those with which the Dutch artist had bedecked 
adiluvian progenitors. Over this toy, preserred for 
fch great care by the grandmother, the young students 
&1 history were quietly seated, so deeply engaged in 
Dg those beasts which they had seen in the morning 
ir wooden prototypes in the Ark (where, by the way, 
re most inartificially stowed one above the other, the 
le being scarcely capable of containing them when 
in en masses whence divers accidents to leg and tail, 
;d horn), that nothing short of a proposal to revisit 
?olito's menagerie could have stirred them« 

<* I hate jon dnim*8 disoordsnt loaad. 
Parading round, and round, and round," 

g, half sighed, pooi; Susan. 

« I hate yon dwum'th diiheordant thound, 
Pawading wound, and wound, and wound," 

hoed Master Willy. 

Ned," added the young gentleman, snatching from 
I brother's hand a mutilated nondescript, minus three 
) tail, and half a head, and proffering in its place an- 

)nster cut asunder in the middle like Baron Manchau* 

* 

rse, and presenting a formidable homed head and two 
I, sans the body and hind-quarters usually found in 
eds of all descriptions, 
t 'th a mithtake. Thith ith &e c&et ^^^^ 
27 



"That!** Tej<nned Ned; "that's as red as GlieiT7*8 ctK 
It 's a lion." 

"AlioD,*' repeated Will J, oontemptiioiulj; "a fionwiA 
homth! Look at the wamth hornth! Thidier Thatim, 
look! It'th a warn. Thee the homUi. Ghrandmother 
callth Dnmth the thaddler ath cwooked ath a wam^th 
horn. It th a warn ! Look, thithter Thnthaa ! thome Uieep 
are black, and thome maj be wed. Ithn't it a warn, 
Thothan? Ith n't Ned wong ? " 

Sunn suggested that, so far as ooold be judged from fte 
relics of the animal, both were probablj mistaken, tiiese 
interesting remains bearing most resemblance to a oow — an 
vndignified solution of the enigma whidi united both disputanti 
against their fair referee ; and Dame Wharton returning fron 
the dairy, and summoning the boys to supper and to bed, 
Susan reluctantly abandoned all hope, for that eyening at 
least, of undeceiving her deyoted but irascible lover. 

Before dawn the next morning the young damsel, wiio 
slept io a small chamber of whidi the casement overhung the 
garden, heard a low tap at her nindow, accompanied by the 
peculiar bird-like whistle which had so often summoned the 
rustic Juliet, late and early, to the brief delight of a stolen 
dialogue with her enamored Romeo. 

Wrapping a large cloak about her, Susan stood leaning her 
head against the open window. 

" Robin ! dear Robin ! " 

Robert could not see the rosy lips whidi q>oke these few 
and simple words; but the tone, sweet, gentle, caresGuig, 
affectionate, implied all that could be imagined of truth and 
tenderness. It was a tone as sweet and open as her own 
sweet smile. He mustered all his indignation to resist the 
charm, and succeeded. 

" I come here, Susan," said Robert, in low, resolute accents, 
" to ask you, for the last time, from whom, and for what pur- 
pose, you xeedY^i^Q Tin%^\^cjbkl%am ^^^Lwear yesterday. 
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By Heayen, I see it now glittering in the moonlight ! Answer 
tiiifl question, or wo part forever." 

** It is a qaestion, Bobin, which I have promised not to 
answer at present I can only tell you that I received it 
from no one who oan interfere with our attachment. More I 
must not, cannot tell ! " 

'^Mustnot! cannot! — say will not!" rejoined Bobert, in a 
▼doe of deep and concentrated anger. " Say will not, Susan ! 
Onoe again, and for the last time, I ask you this plain ques- 
tioD, — From whom did you receive this gewgaw ? Answer ! 
or may my right hand be struck off before I plaoe the wedding- 
ring on your finger ! " 

" O, dearest Bobin ! grant me but a few short hours. 
Believe my word, dear Bobert Confide in my affection, in 
my fiuth!" exclaimed the poor girl, as her lover turned 
fbrioosly away ; " or ask my grandmother," added she ; << or 
inquire of WiUy ; they are bound by no promise," continued 
she, not r^arding, in her anxiety, how much ehe was infiringing 
her own. But, if she did break her word, it was to little pur- 
pose; the jealoos lover fled firom the garden unhearing or 
unheeding; and although no threat of enlisting had been 
spoken, no&rewell had been breathed, she remained persuaded 
that he had taken his measures, and, with something very like 
a presentiment that her brother's hasty plan would, as 
deception, however well intended, often does, lead to evil 
rather than good. And so it proved. 

Before noon on the next day James Wharton learned that 
Bobert Goring had enlisted the night before, not with his 
party, but with one belon^ng to another regiment, stationed 
in Belford for the occasion of the &ir ; that, immediately 
upon ascertaining that Susan still revised to answer his ques- 
tion, he had repaired to his Sergeant Sate to announce his 
continued desire to enter the service ; that, as soon as admit- 
tance could be obtained, he had been examined and attested 
before the mayor and other magurtrates; and ihaA hft aadthft 
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reomiting-partj were by that time wmamileB on tliw iraj tD . 
the d^pot of the regiment It was in the very heat of ^ I 
peninsular war ; men were scarce, especially men so tall ni. 
findy-formed, so spirited and so actiye, as poor Bobot Ik 
was impossible to procure his release, and Jameo and loi 
sbter were left to bewail the ill eonsequenoes of his nnfaiflkj 
experiment, and Dame Wharton to lament^ again and agun, 
the evil destiny which led her desc^dants, and those oomieeled 
with them, to go, as she phrased it, a sogering. The odj 
comfort she deriyed upon the occasion (next, peifaape, to thil 
general scolding of the guilty and the innocent, the efficacy rf 
which as a consolation under affliction is well known to aoik 
andent dames well-to-do in the world, who wear qteetacikii 
knit stockings, and love their own way), her prime oomftrt 
consisted in cutting Ned's drum to pieces, to the great improfd* 
mcnt of the tranquillity of the rustic homestead, and in throw- 
ing Willy's musket into the fire. 

# # # * # * 

Years passed away. The poor boys, grown into fine stout 
lads, tended the cows and carried the milk through the streets 
of Bolford Eegis, exhibiting no more dangerous warlike pro> 
pensities than an inordinate ambition on the part of Willy to 
possess a gun for the purpose of shooting sparrows. Noth- 
ing had been heard of Kobert, and James Wbarton, now 
sergeant-major of his raiment, remained at a distance, sharing 
the perils and the victories of the British army. StiD, how- 
ever, Dame Wharton, all pcaceM as were her indinatioofl) 
had the ill-luck to find the destinies of those eke loved unex- 
pectedly influenced by the warlike spirit of the tunes. Poor 
Susan, restless and unhappy at home, had entered into the 
service of her noble landlord's daughter, as her own woman; 
and during the short peace which preceded Napoleon's retnn 
from Elba, the Lady Anne had been wooed and won by one of 
the gaUant staff which surrounded the Great Duke ; and, too 
much attached to her husband to remain at a distance fiom 
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ihe field of aotioiii. She joang bride and her &Torite waiting- 
maid were actoall j in Brussels during the orowning yiotoiy 
of Waterloo. 

• * • * • 

«*Toa are a soldier's Bister^ Sostn," said the Lady Anne to 
her attendant, with her nsual sweet grace, a few days after 
the great battle ; " haye yon any objection to go with me this 
morning to the military hoq>ital ? A private belon^ng to my 
husband's division threw himself between him and a French 
eoirassier who was about to cut him down with his sabre, and 
Tooeived the blow destined for Sir Charles. Of course every 
care has been taken of him, and he is likely to recover, poor 
ftUow, thank Heaven ! but I wish to carry him a few comforts, 
to see witii my own eyes that he is kindly attended, and thank 
him with my own lips for preserving a life dearer than my 
own. Charles has sent to the surgeon to be in waiting ; so 
order the carriage, and we will set forth.'' 

Laden with comforts and restoratives, mistress and maid 
psooeeded to the luxpital, neither of them perhaps quite pre* 
pared for the inevitable horrors of the scene. Crowds of sol- 
diers, for the most part severely wounded, filled the apartment 
into which they were ushered. Pain and death seemed busy 
around them. Sufferings, only the more affecting for the 
brayery with which they were borne, spoke in every counte- 
nance. Young, timid and sofUy-nurtured, the Lady Anne, 
overcome by such a realization of the miseries of war as her 
imagination, even so dose to the scene, had hardly pictured, 
delivered to the firiendly surgeon a slip of paper upon which 
the name of her husband's preserver was written. He led the 
way to a bed near a window. 

" Poor fellow ! his wars are over ! Nay, nay ! your lady- 
ship must not misunderstand me. His life is in no danger ; 
but he has been compelled to submit to amputation ; and, as 
his friends are said to be well ofE^ why, the empty sleeve, in 
his case, will be only " 
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HiB qpeedi wu cbecked by a mdden coralaiiiatioiiy almoBt % 
ehrieV, from his patient. 

" Susan ! Susan Wbartcm ! mj Susan ! ** 

« Bobin, dear Bobui ! " 

Lad J Anne knew the sUny, and witnesBed the reeognitioo 
with the fljmpathj of a yoong, unpractised heart She too 
had loved a soldier ; and the poor sufierer now before her had 
reodved his hurt in that dear soldier's defence. Tears con- 
tended with smiles as she gued upon the couple, already 
reunited; to Susan was hanging over the oouoh, and her hand 
was locked in that of Bobert He looked at her weddiii^ 
finger : the ring was gone. 

^ Bobin, dear Bobin ! " Her voice fiuled her. 

"I know what you would say, Susan ! " replied BbberL 
" It was your brother James. We met in Spain, and he told 
me the whole trutL Do you remember my widced vow ? I 
am a poor maimed object now, Susan ; I have no right hand 
to put the wedding-ring upon that dear finger ** 

<* But you can put the ring on with the left, dear Bobm ! 
You can put it on with the left ! " said Susan, smiling through 
her tears : and never, in spite of pain, and wounds, and danger, 
and suffering, throbbed two happier hearts than those of the 
reconciled lovers, in the crowded wards of the Brussels hos- 
pitaL 



THE KING'S PAGE. 

" If thoa be He, then art thou primner.** 

SHAXlPBi.BX. 

Theu liavo been prisons of more pretennon, as witness the 
oells of the Inquidtion, and places of exile of grander name, 
— tiie frozen deserts of Siberia, for instance, or the sweltering 
0wamps of Surinam ; but, for a ohill, barren, heart-breaking 
monotonj, — a weaiy, dreary, dragging on of life, when all 
that renders life bearable is taken awaj, -^ commend me to a 
Pmssian fortress daring the reign of that literaiy coxcomb, 
mall poet, eminent soldier, sad despot, bat tolerably anmsing, 
and by fits tolerably well-natared personage, Frederick, mis- 
named the Ghreat. To be sare, the inmates, if it be trae that 
the misfortones of others oonyey scmie consolation in calamity, 
had the wretched comfort of knowing that from the whole 
coantry, — flat, dall and agly enoa^ at the best, being little 
better than a camp or a battle-plain ; the towns and cities, 
hoge barracks ; and every citizen, from the tottering great- 
grandfather to the infant in the cradle, a soldier, past, present 
or fatare, responsible for the slightest infringement of an all 
bat impracticable military code^ — there was not an individual 
in the kingdom who might not be in an instant imprisoned 
like themselves. Bat, without ventaring to dispute the general 
truth of Rochefoucault's celebrated maxim, it may be doubted 
whether the captive, pacing for the millionth time the stone 
floor of his dungeon, and vainly trying to divine the fault for 
which he was incarcerated, oould decin^ tosod^ '^^smbhs^^sss^ 




kzftxaii aad kiBHiai ma^ at 
iiLJJ S SIT >e a. -si^aal Seccarir. 

^i^xs 3L EaeaaaJm a t£u pciai m eia wxdun those diannl 
«il&. -wc Ba£ jakLjssL w^ kef4 VAid wxthooty mod w^ 
«Baiw ID MVHB ne v»Db of ^ lbrtnai» weie, as oqb- 
pirT9£ s ooee vibcst ^cy cvuded, pnctj Bnbk as birds ia 
s& &T2i:j eoBsarcd vi& ^ snae oids of isatiiered Inpeds 
a. & aA> Ai Sca»2a3. tike eoBBBandaaft, Major Kldnwili, 
IB. 3LTui Kuisf. ix:A so Bach ^fteohj in obcainii^ aa- 
±g Kue KLa^s. v^ had the dm^eons in charge^ 
2i» mcmru hzxadf laekj in gaining the serrioe of a 

called Earned Wilhefai Slanfrrt; an 

kaxiw leceoidy lost an obI j bnither, eand, he 

f 7 lae warA withoct die walls, and showed 

Iz, agKyrnr KIass; who, lame from the eooa^ 

az cii wxz>i. £m>i mzidi dzffiiniliT in pa^Mfig i^ 

^wa i£e sccec ssooe sahs. whilst carrying thdr scsntj 

Le inmates of the cella. 
Xw^ cc uj^e. djgdr.jiyhed bj triple padlocks, each boast- 
in iiSETcc: kcT^w — ke?? whose intrieacrand conrolatiooi 
Meoeii dia ::ncCoi:'Tgs cf the wondezs of Bramah, — wen 
zesisTyed by Klass f jr his own special attendance. One 
ehxild thi!!k that W^'hr'm saw enoogh of the poor captives; 
l«t tzie&e prlsooers seemed to excite his cariosity not a little. 
Oae iD:rQia;. takis; adTantaee cf a fit of eood hnmor on the 
p>an c>:* his xnascer. aai of his master's lady and mistzess, 
MiiAze KIaus. he preraiied upon him to allow each of the 
peer wnitohca a solitary walk io a small yard, dosed in oo 
eTery ^i-io by the seep walls of the fortress, and scarcely eren 
at Eicoaiiie admiitiEg one glimpse of the bles^ son ; and is 
thoy emerg^, pole and haggard, into the light of day, he 
brushed the tears from his eyes, and gazed upon their wasted 
forms and wan complexions, with the eagerness with which a 
modior would seek for a missing child. Apparently Wilhelm's 
ieardi had beoa iaa xasn. Om^ '^tisonec anumg^ those most 
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eaiefollj guarded, and one alone, had not shared an indulg- 
enoe too dangerous for repetition. Wilhelm, as soon as he 
aaoertained the fiust, hastened to the triply-locked door. 
** Max ! " and the exclamation of surprise and joj with which 
tiiat earnest whiqwr was acknowledged and jeoiprocated told, 
at a word, that the search was at an end. 

For three weary days, — days which, althoo^ really of 
the shortest in January, seemed long as those of June, — the 
triply4Mffred door, with its panels of oak and studs of iron, 
remaiaed betwixt them, a tantalising and inexorable barrier. 
At last, chance, always the good friend of those who watch to 
avail themselyes of the opportunities which she presents, took 
ilie goise of a north-east wind, which affected Hans' wounded 
leg with as many aches and twinges as Prospero inflicted upon 
Oaliban, and yisited the wife of his bosom, Madame Klaus, 
with soch a fit of rheumatic gout — most aristocratic of 
flinoinnn — as would haye done honor to a baroness of sixteen 
quarters. Hans Klaus could not have walked across the 
ooart to haye exchanged the warder's keys fi)r afield4nar- 
riial'a baton ; and Dame G-ertrude could not haye undone the 
easiest of the three padlocks to haye been made first lady of 
the key to the empress. So they were forced to delegate the 
office of bread-and-water carrier to the young boy WiUiebn. 

•'Max!'' ^Agatha!" And the twin brother and sister 
— -fbr such they were — lay bathed in tears of mingled joy 
and sorrow in each other's arms. 

** How came you here ? " asked Agatha, when their emo- 
tion had in part subsided. **You, Max yon Lindorff, the 
king's page, the &yorite, trusted and beloved almost like a 
son! What can have been your offence? How came you 
here?" 

*' I can as little guess the cause of this imprisonment as 
you, sweet sister ! I had served the king with wine the night 
before, as he sate at supper with M. de Voltaire and other 
gay and witty Frenchmen, himself geiyest of alL Hba next 
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morning Adolf Yon Boeenthal, — Agatha, I cannot see joor 
blushes, bat this trembling hand tells of feelings whidi lie 
would bo right glad to hear, — Adolf ayowed his loTe, and 
craved my interoession ; and I was in the act, after one or 
two attempts, of sealing a letter to joo, when the officer on 
guard, Count Waldemar, altered mj i^Hurtment, put me under 
arrest, and whirled me off here to Spandau without a mOi 
ment*s pause. As little as yourself can I guess the canee. 
And now let me ask of you the same question. How cune 
you hither, sister mine ? " • 

Agatha hesitated, and the little hand which had before 
betrayed her consciousness again trembled, as the brother 
pressed it in his: "The Baron Ton Rosenthal — " she Al- 
tered ; and her brother filled up the pause. 

** Adolf! ay, doubtless he ascertained my desUnation from 
Count Waldemar, and then communicated the intelligence to 
you. No truer friend than Adolf yon Rosenthal ! aud yet I 
would not bo sure that my calamity was altogether unweU 
come, since it procured him admission to his lady-loye. Bat 
now, dearest, away ! Dally here no longer ; leave the dan- 
geon and the fortress ; lay aside your disguise — " 

" Instantly, dear Max," interrupted she, laughing, and 
beginning to divest herself of cap and doublet, and to replace 
them by her brother*s habiliments ; " instantly ; we have not 
a moment to lose. It was for this that I came; I shall 
remain in the cell, and you must pass for me, as, aided by 
the dark wintry weather, and our remarkable resemblance of 
figure, voice and face, and these my boyish garments, yoa 
well may do. Walk boldly into Dame Gertrude's apartments, 
and proffer to fetch from her gossip Glaudine, the miller's 
wife, the decoction of herbs, strange as the compound of a 
witches cauldron, which she wants for her rheumatism. 
Once clear of the walls of Spandau, make straight for the 
frontier, and all will go well. No remonstrance, no hesita- 
tion, no delay. This purao^ too ; take this pursel I phi^li be 
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Bftfe, I tell yoa ; and when we ahall have fbnnd oat yonr 
erime, there will bo some ohance of procuring a pardon. All 
will be right, provided you be manageable. Away with you, 
llax ! " And, in q>ite of contention and remonstranoe, the 
brother was forced away, and the sister remained in his plaoe, 
under a miztore of feelings that found yent first in hysterical 
lan^ter, then in hysterical sobs, and settled down at last into 
a trembling silence, a breathless pause of suspense and 6]q>ect- 
aiion, daring which she seemed to hear her own heart beat, 
as she stood in the gloom and darkness. . 

Gradnally, however, she became awiSBl^^'floqnds, the clang 
of gate and drawbridge, the clattering of arms and tramping 
of hones, whidi, piercing, as they did, throng the massive 
walls of the inner court, indicated no common confusion in the 
finrfcress; so that when Klaus, accompanied by a corporal's ^ 
guard, made his appearance in the domray, she was, to a oqcywp 
tain degree, prquured for the disbMtl^.of h^r scheme and ^^Pt 



iptore of the prisoner. 

The jailer, however, appeared still in a state of mystifica- 
tion. *< I knew that I should find Master Max safe in his 
apartment," muttered Hans Klaus, with considerable exulta- 
tion. '< My burds seldom get out of their cages. Oome along, 
oan't you ? ** cried he, in a sharp voice, to the corporal, as he 
swung along upon his crutches with an activity wholly bely- 
ing the incapacity of motion of which I spoke, a few sentences 
back, — that extraordinary and preternatural activity belonging 
to a lame man, when the one motive — the key of the clock 
— has been found, and tha%aachin6ry has been fairly set in 
motion. ^ Gret on, I tell you ! " cried the jailer to the corpo- 
ral ; <* I knew that I should find him. A prisoner escape 
from Spandau, indeed ! That seems likely ! " 

Agatha had seen and heard enough to take her measures. 
Max has been met and stopped, and brought back, thou^t 
she, and we are to be confronted. Now, Heaven send him a 
good gift of impudence, — and surely that is a commodity in 
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wliich acouri-page ean hardly be defective, — and we ribdl 
baffle them yet. 

So ihinkiiig, she followed Solans to the gaard-nxmi, foDj 
prepared to find that hw brother had been arreetedy bol a 
little diflooncerted to see, seated in an arm-ohair, at the hflii 
of the table, the identical adust, stiff^ 8oldier4ooking panoa> 
age, with his oo<^ed hat, jack-boots and shabby nniibiB, 
known to his loving sobjects as Frederiok the Great. 

** Here, an' please yonr majesty," said Elans, pointing wik 
his cratch to the youth in his page's dress, whom he poksl 
forward as he apoln, "here is my prisoner, Maximilian toi 
Lindorf. Hie other boy is, as I said befiire» a lad oalled Wit> 
helm Steinfort, whom I and my old dame, waxing a um en hsl 
stiff, haye hired to scrub down the courts, cut wood, and cMiy 
water. He was only going some quarter of a league fiva 
'^^ecoction of — ** 

^^(< Bah ! " interrupted the king; *' we did not come here t0 
inquire into thy wife's rheumatism. Why, truly, Boesnthal, 
I think there be two of them. Oome hither, master page." - 

Both youths advanced to the table. 

<* I called Maximilian von Lindorff only," added FredericL 
<* Which of you answers to that name ? " 

" I do," replied two voices, equally musical, to the 
and lefl;. 

♦•Indeed! Who was your father ? " 

« Ernest von Lindorff, a lieutenant-general in your 
ty's service," answered the two ydces in duet. 

"What is your age?" ^ 

" Seventeen the twentieth of last July," said both. 

" Which of ye is the real prisoner ? " 

" I am," replied the two. 

« Wilhehn ! Wilhelm ! The boy is crasy," interposed tiie 
jailer. 

<< Hold your peace. Master Klaus," said the king, quickly; 
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** aioeordiiig to their own confefldon, here waa one prisoner 
upon the point of escaping." 

«< I am the prisoner," reiterated both. 

<« Whidi of ye hath a sbter, the Eraoldn Agatha?'* 

"I have!" 

<* Let me finish my sentence," quoth his Majesty. <* Don't 
be in such haste, young mrs ; yon are coming to your sentence 
&st ooon^ And yon, master jailer, let me see no more 
making and nodding and sign-making to the yonng boy 
•whom thoa callest Wilhelm, but who answers to the name of 
Max. Canst not thou let him go to the gallows his own way ? 
Take care of thine own neck, Master Klaus, which may be in 
jeopardy here for-'playing fiist and loose with thy prisoners. # 
Hearken, young sirs," pursued his Majesty, resuming the ez- ^' 
amination. << Which of ye hath a sister, the Fraulcin A^- ' 
^4ha?" — here he paused a moment, and both were preparing '*'... \ 
to answer, " I have ; " the words were forming on each raef^ 
month ; when he continued, deliberately, — " who is in love 
irith my aide-de-camp here, the Baron Boscnthal ? " - 

The reply, which, as I have said, hung trembling on either 
toqgoe, was suddenly cut short, as the one &ce, covered with 
bludies, after a shy, stolen glance at the fellow-culprit's half- 
amused, half-sympathizing countenance, seemed sinking to the 
ground with shame; whilst Bosenthal, provoked, astonished 
and confused, looked almost as guilty as the prisoners. 

The king went on with his questions. " You have such a 
sister, then, as the young lady who is in love with the baron ? 
— eh? Did you speak, my lord?" said Frederick, inter- 
rupting himself, as Bosenthal, vexed at heart for the vexation 
of his blushing lady-love, uttered an impatient quirk behind 
the royal chair. " Hum \ I thought you wished to suggest 
some inquiry. Monsieur le Baron. You did not, you say ? 
Well ! then you have such a sister as this Fraulein Agatha, 
the inamorata of the baron, here ? And this leads us to the 
orimey for crime it is," continued Frederick, with a de^j^e q€ 
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seriaasDeBB wbidi eoimrninieatftd a eorreflpoodiiig dejgne «f 
apprehension to all who heard him. <* Do you know anjtiuig 
of this bit of paper ? " aaked he, stemlj, piodnoing from kk 
pocket a scmp of writiDg, of whioh the top and the bottoi 
and one comer seemed to be torn off. 

" Would yoa believe, gentlemeQ f "^ ooniiiraed tii6 Majoty 
of Pnusia, taming n^idlj £rom Major Kleinwitx to Bam 
Boaenthal ; "would yon think it poasible that the son of a 
brave soldier like Lindorff, who died in my aims, on the ieU 
of battle — that his son, brought up in my housdiold, treated 
as a child of my own, should write of me in terms like these? 
— in terms amounting to treason,*' added he, waxiiig wamer 
as he described the guilt of the culprit. <' Whidi of ye owm 
this scroll ? Let none own it lightly, for it will be found to 
contain no slight matter. Read it, Eleinwitz. I picked it 
up myself, under the boy's window, at Potsdam. I know the 
writing well, having before now employed the ingrate as mj 
amanuensis. Read." 

He fixed his eyes on the culprits, who listened with soipiiee 
and alarm as Kleinwitz read. Thus ran the scroll, 

«* So much for Rosenthal's petition, sweet sister, whidi I 
pray you to answer favorably. You cannot do otherwise, for 
I know that you have long loved him. For other matters, ire 
go on much as usual. The tyrant — '* 

"Here," said Kleinwita, "some words are missing, *got 
drubbed most famously last night by — ' " 

"And hero some more, sire," continued Kleinwitz, com- 
passionately ; " this scrawl is imperfect." 

" Go on ! " was the stem command. 

" May this country soon be rid of him ! " 

" That meaning is plain enough, Major Kleinwitz. Is it 
not ? " said the monarch, coldly. " There is no riddle there. 
The treason is plain and simple, and so shall be the doom." 

" Suffer me to complete the sentence," said one of the col- 
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piH8y prodaoiog fitmi the page's dress a morsel of paper which 
■ned J fitted the scrawl in qnestioiu 

^ Bister ! '* cried Max, in great perplexity, tng^g at her 
jasfo*— the sleeve of his own doublet upon Agatha's arm ; 
*^ aister, £>r Heaven's sake ! better die ! " 

** Better live, Max!*? returned his mster, smiling. "I 
know what I 'm about, and the trath shall out, — the trath, and 
Ae whole trath. Max ! Bead, Major Eleinwits. No, not that 
Doneense at the beginning," added she, with a renewal of the 
riiame&cedness which did so much injustice to her page's 
attire. " No need to read that noDsense ! Begin there ! " 
and the good-natored commandant read : 

" We get on much as usual. The tyrant of [literature, 
FoZtetre] got drubbed most unmeroiMlyby [our good old 
FHtz], Be it ominous, and the country soon rid of him 
[forever!^ 

"Pardon, sire, the impertinent expression! It was a 
boy's flippancy, repented as soon as written, torn away, and, 
as I believed, destroyed. Pardon that impertinence, and, 
above all, forgive her whose only &ult was a too deep love of 
her twin-brother. Pardon, sire, I beseech thee ! " 

" Did old Frits give Voltaire a sound drubbing, Max, in 
the match of wit we played last night ? Qood faith, I believe 
he did ! " chuckled the king. " And thou wilt be glad to be 
quit of him ! Well, if that be the worst treason we meet 
with, the fortress of Spandau may go empty. Here is one 
fair prison-breaker, though," added he, drawing Agatha gently 
towards him, '< and the best way to dispose of her will be to 
give her her choice of warders, Hans Klaus or Baron So- 
senthal." 
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